








Why Just WISH 
for the Things You Want? 


MAKE EXTRA MONEY 


It’s Easy—Fast—and FUN, Too! 






























| After School, Saturdays, Holidays— You can Make 
aa’ $25.00 to $100.00 and More Just Showing Famous 


Ma Wallace Brown Christmas Cards 


Girls! YOU can be as happy as thousands of other girls! Don’t just wish for 
extra money to buy the things you want. Why, there are lots of girls all over 
$ yp the country today making dollar after dollar of good hard cash, just 


showing folks the new Wallace Brown Box Assortments of Christmas 


Cards and Gift Items. YOU can do it too! Right in your town there are 
dozens of people who'll be happy to order these cards from you— 
friends, family, neighbors, storekeepers. And the best thing is—you 


don’t have to sell! We send you samples to show around— and they’ll 

om do the selling for you. When folks see these beautiful samples and 
bo learn how low-priced the assortments are—they’ll probably order 
several boxes right on the spot. Often you'll be selling 3, 6 or more 
boxes at a time. YOU make up to 50c profit on every box you sell! 


Big Line of Over 50 Thrilling Money-Makers! 


You need no experience ...and you have so much to offer to bring you 
extra cash. There are the two easy-selling Assortments shown here and 
many other exciting Christmas Assortments like the luxurious Golden 
Parchment, the delightful Christmas Velvet, gay and clever fun-packed 
Humorous Greetings, beloved Currier and Ives scenes . . . Gift 
Wrappings and Ribbons too! In addition, a complete line of exquisite 
Everyday cards for Birthdays, Get Well and many other occasions. 
Also Children’s Books, Imported Napkins and many novelty Gift 
Items! They all spell EXTRA MONEY for you! 


Popular Priced PERSONALS wo 





SEND NO MONEY to Get Actual Samples 







See how much money you'll make. Mail Coupon TODAY ACTUAL SAMPLES Make even more money! Nothing 
for “Feature” 21 card Christmas Assortment on approval else like them anywhere—four 
and FREE samples of low priced name-imprinted Personal f f di S ial 
Christmas Conta plus FREE full color catalog of entire line e groups of outstanding specia 
to start you making extra money immediately. = Value Name-Imprinted Personal 
CLUBS, ORGANIZATIONS— Raise money! Take orders for Christmas Cards with distinctive 


styling, low prices—for every 
purse and taste ... Traditional, 
Religious, Cute, Formal, Currier 
and Ives ... exclusive designs, 
luxury papers, including rich, 
deep-toned Suedes and genu- 
ine Parchment Cards. They 
sell on sight! 
WE DELIVER DIRECT 
TO YOUR CUSTOMERS AND 
WE PAY POSTAGE. 
Coupon brings you Actual Samples FREE. 


Wallace Brown Cards, Gift Items. Check coupon for details 
of fund-raising plan, actual sample assortment on approval. 


(Pee 288 e 2222S 222 eee eee ee e2ee222222) 


Paste this coupon on a postcard or mail in 
envelope for actual samples. SEND NO MONEY 


WALLACE BROWN, INC., Dept. $-120 

225 Fifth Avenue, New York 10, N. Y. 

Please rush “Feature” 21-Card Christmas Assortment on approval, FREE 
Samples of Personal Christmas Cards and FREE full-color illustrated 
Catalog of entire Wallace Brown money-making line. 





Name. 





Address. 
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by MARJORIE VETTER 


WS THE GENTLE HOUSE. By ANNA PERROTT 
Rose. Houghton, Mifflin Company, 
$2.75. “Now don’t be an old fool! No! You 
can’t take him home with you! You're too 
old to tackle a young boy as wild as this one, 
with your husband dead and gone and no 
father to help you—” Even as she was giving 
herself this advice, the author was taking 
Andris into her heart and home. Andris was 
an-eleven-year-old Latvian boy who had been 
bombed out of an orphanage in Latvia by 
the Russians, and who had barely kept alive 
in one D.P. camp after another until he was 
brought to America after the war. His ex- 
periences had left such deep scars that, al- 
though he was really an unusually bright and 
interesting child, he was rated almost a moron 
in official tests and many people considered 
him dangerously close to insanity. The author, 
who had brought up three children of her 
own and three foster children, had returned 
to teaching after her husband’s death. In all 
her experience she had never had to deal 
with a child like Andris, quickly nicknamed 
Trinchy by his foster family. His tantrums 
included threatening with deadly seriousness 
to kill; biting; screaming for hours. This is 
the story of the courage, incredible patience, 
understanding, and love with which this re- 
markable woman gradually worked a trans- 
formation until we see Trinchy at fifteen, 
returned from the Boy Scout jamboree, 
tanned, erect, laughing, a normal happy 
American boy. It is a book which you can’t 
put down until the last page is reached. Writ- 
ing simply, with sympathy and humor, the 
author gives a wonderful picture of an ex- 
tremely sensitive boy, brought by circum- 
stances almost to the verge of disaster, and 
of the family in “the gentle house” who 
saved him. . 


THE CAVES OF THE GREAT HUNTERS. 

By Hans BauMaNnn. Pantheon Books, 

$3.00. There is a romantic excitement about 
the unearthing of ancient cities, tools, or rec- 
ords of any sort by which scholars piece to- 
gether the life and customs of people who 
died thousands of years before history books 
were written. There is a thrill in the discov- 
ery and exploration of any unknown cave 
tunning deep into the earth. Couple these 
two together and you have a story more fas- 
cinating than fiction. In 1940, this fabulous 
adventure actually befell four boys and a 
dog when, wandering over a hill in south- 
western France, they discovered the now- 
famous Lascaux Cave. Theirs were the first 
eyes in thousands of years to look upon the 
masterly reproductions—mighty beasts and 
the men who subdued them—which the artists 
among the great hunters of the ice age had 
painted some fifty thousand years ago on the 
walls of the cave. Here in this cold and sun- 
less place these amazingly realistic and lively 
Paintings had remained undamaged through 
centuries with colors so fresh the paint 
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STEER WITH YOUR HANDS 


STOP WITH YOUR FEET! 








—Just Like Driving 
a Fire Engine! 





i a 
Old-fashioned handle-bar brake loosens 
up ... develops rattles . . . can’t take 
any rough st 


| 








Four-alarm fire! But the firemen would never 
get there if their truck didn’t have good brakes 
. . the kind you work with your feet. That 
leaves the driver’s hands free to steer. He has 
full control . . . like you have when you ride a 
bike with a New Departure Brake. 
The New Departure is in the hub of the wheel 
—where brakes stop best for jet planes, fire 
engines and bikes. And where the brake is safe 
from damage. You don’t have to baby a New 
Departure Coaster Brake . . . it’s the lightest, 
strongest, most powerful bike brake made! 


NEW DEPARTURE 


Siety Brake 


NEW DEPARTURE e DIVISION OF GENERAL MOTORS ¢ BRISTOL, CONNECTICUT 


MAKE EXTRA 















21-CARD 
“CANDLE GLOW” 
CHRISTMAS ASSORTMENT 
Only $1.00 





“CHATTERBOX” 
ACTION CHRISTMAS 
CARD ASSORTMENT 


DELUXE CHRISTMAS 
GIFT WRAPPING 
ENSEMBLE 


“GOLDEN ROSE” 
~ GIFT BOX 
STATIONERY 









NEW MIRROR 


3-RING CIRCUS GAME 
Only $1.00 






You Take No Risk 
SEND NO MONEY 
1) ", ee 

It’s so easy! Just visit folks you know and show 


Mail Coupon Now samples of Thomas Terry’s gorgeous new Christmas 
For Card Assortments, All-Occasion cards, Sewing Aids, 
Novelties and “‘super’’ Gift Ideas. 


Make Big Cash Profits Showing Lovely New 


CHRISTMAS CARDS, GIFT WRAPPINGS, 
STATIONERY, GIFTS, GAMES 
To Friends and Others 


Pocket wonderful extra cash profits to 100%. Get 
all the money you want, quickly—for new clothes, 
camp, activities, entertainment, your own bank ac- 
count. You need no experience—we help you every 
step of the way. And it’s an ideal fund-raising plan 
for your club or group. 








, 
SHOPPER'S Gertrude Jarmon, of Georgia, says, 
SHOWCASE "I sold $95 working 4 hours a day for 3 days.” 
L. Jesperson, of Minnesota, wrote, 
Personalized “They sell themselves—all I do is show them.” 


Why Don’t YOU Give It A Try? 
# (and many others from 


3¢ each with name) ae ee Mail This Coupon Now! Cael 


inital Scented |g THOMAS TERRY STUDIOS i 
Stationery, ; 460 Union Ave., Westfield, Mass. i 
Gift Items Yes, I want to make extra money in my spare time! 

PLUS : Please rush me your Shopper’s Showcase and actual i 
Best Sellers on approval. 

Best Sellers (Check one square and fill in space below) i 

| © Selling for myself. (C Selling for a group. 
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came off on the hand of one of the boys. 
This is the story of the discovery of Lascaux 
and of nearly one hundred ice-age caves that 
have been found, many of them by young. 
sters, in France and Spain. It tells also what 
archaeologists have been able to learn about 
prehistoric man from these remarkable paint. 
ings of the ice age—details of his struggle 
for survival, his customs and ceremonies, his 
spiritual development, and artistic ability, 
The author spent much time in these caves 
studying the paintings. His guides in many 
cases, including Lascaux, were the very boys 
who had made the discoveries. A generous num- 
ber of reproductions of drawings and paintings 
from the caves illustrate this unusual book, 


=) THE BARRED ROAD. By ADELE bE 
Leeuw. The Macmillan Company, 
$2.75. The Trowbridges moved to Brook- 
haven in Susan’s junior year at high school, 
They had to make the best of an old house 
in a section no longer fashionable. Mrs, 
Trowbridge, hoping to establish pleasant so- 
cial relations with the right people, lavished 
her energy on keeping the house presentable 
in contrast to the untidy house and grounds 
of her gay, shiftless neighbors next door. Sue 
liked the spacious old house and the new 
town where she quickly made friends and a 
place for herself in school. At the Glee Club 
tryouts she met Beth Varley, the daughter 
of a Negro doctor, and was thrilled by her 
beautiful voice. Sue liked Beth and wanted 
to be friends with her, but she soon realized 
that in Brookhaven such a friendship would 
mean social ostracism and greatly distress her 
mother. Though she realized that argument 
would be useless and she could not disobey 
certain edicts of her mother, she dared to 
stand up for what she felt was right, so far 
as she could, no matter what it cost. She 
continued her friendship with Beth, refused 
to sing at a Woman’s Club concert from 
which Beth had been excluded, and never 
ceased to try to draw Beth and the other 
Negro boys and girls into school affairs. The 
situation became more complicated when the 
Varleys bought the house next door to the 
Trowbridges and Dave, the boy Sue espe- 
cially liked, seemed to uphold the other side. 
Through Sue’s patient, self-sacrificing, per- 
sistent efforts, and the high caliber of the 
Negroes themselves, conditions are changed 
in the Trowbridge family and in Brookhaven 
High, until Sue can say happily to Dave, 
“*The time shall come when man to man 
shall be a friend and brother’.” This is an- 
other thoughtful novel about a present-day 
problem to list with Phyllis Whitney’s story 
of the migrant worker, “A Long Time Com- 
ing,” reviewed last month. It is handled hon- 
estly and without exaggeration, and the 
characters are interesting and real. 


SAN TREASURE-DIVING HOLIDAYS. By 
JANE AND Barney Crixe. Viking, 
$3.95. Rusted cannon, pieces of eight, Span- 
ish doubloons, and first-century Greek vases 
are not the only treasures of the sea. Turtles, 
abalones, octopuses, lobsters, grunion, coral, 
but most of all the strange and beautiful 
sights of the ocean floor—all these were treas- 
ures luring the Criles to spend their holidays 
under the sea. Diving for treasure is exciting 
and romantic, and these authors tried that, 
too; but even without the shadowy hulks of 
long-lost ships, the dark, mysterious depths 
of the sea hold a fascination. “I hit bottom 
. .. my senses cleared . . . to a world of half- 
lights and silence . . . a hushed cathedral 


where muted rays of (Continued on page 30) 
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doing beanhole cookery on the beach? Oh, yes, and 
don’t forget to read about the Mariner Gam on page 44. 
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| Home-Canning 









THESE DAYS, WHEN EVERY 
PENNY COUNTS, WISE HOME- 
PLANNING INCLUDES LOTS OF 
HOME CANNING. Consider how much 
farther your money poes with good, nu- 


tritious home-ca foods—put up at a 
cost of only 3¢ per jar 
for heat, jar and clo- 
sure—with jar-life 
estimated at 8 years 
(based on reliable sur- 
veys). So, can MORE 
—for balanced diets 
and budgets! 


Take it Easy! 


No need to give the whole day to canning! 
Work with small batches, process a few 
Ball Jars at a time—enough for one can- 
ner-load. Or, when cooking, prepare an 
extra quantity of fruits and vegetables— 
and can a few jars for a surplus supply 
next winter. 


Look for the ENAMEL Lining! 


When you top your home 
canning with the Ball 
Dome Lid you know it’s 
flavor-sealed! Ball Dome 
Lids give you the extra 
protection of a creamy- 
white enamel lining, a lin- 
ing home canners prefer for its smooth 











_ clean appearance, acid resistance. Red 


rubber means a positive seal. When BALL 
Dome clicks down, you can SEE it’s 
sealed— Dome down, jar sealed. 


M \ 





enu =™ 
Variation 
Try putting up beet pickles like this: 

} gallon small beets : sticks a. 

1! teaspoons salt 3% cups — 


Wash and drain beets. Cover with boiling 
water. Cook until tender. Remove skin, stem 


utes. kk beets into hot Ball Jars. Heat 
liquid to boiling. Pour, boiling hot, over 
beets. If not enough liquid to cover, add 
more vinegar. Process pints and quarts 30 
3 minutes in Getsing-~weter be bath, x 


Guide to Good Eating 


In the new Ball Blue Book 
of Home Canning and 
Freezing are over 300 ways 
to better eating—over 300 
recipes for fruits, vegeta- 
bles, pickles, preserves and 
sauces! Exact timetables 














and step-by-step methods in full color. 
All yours by sending 25¢ (coin) to: 
BALL BLUE BOOK, Dept. AG74, Muncie, Indiana 











CAN WITH 
CONFIDENCE 
-»- CAN WITH 
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its got what it takes to make 


ash shots -Snapshots 


indoors, outdoors, morning, noon or night 


Open the box, load the camera, slip on 4 
the flasholder, if you need it—and you’re rownie 


all set to get pictures anywhere, anytime 


you want. 
Everything you need comes in this Flach Outfit «136 
wonderful Kodak package—the “‘big hit” 
of all popular cameras, flasholder, bat- 
teries, flash bulbs, flash guard, film and a (camera alone $6.95) 


clear “how to” booklet. See it wherever Kodak cameras are sold 


Prices include Federal Tax 
and are subject to change 


4 ) dans Maybe you'd like a reflex type Kodak Duaflex IIl Camera“ "“~. 
| Popular 2-lens camera with neck strap. Has a big, bright view- 
finder—also double exposure prevention. Takes twelve exposures 


(24 x 2%) on Kodak 620 Films. Two models! With Kodet Lens, 
$14.95. With focusing Kodar Lens, $22.50. Flasholder, $4.00. 


Eastman Kodak Company, Rochester 4, N: Y: 
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by BARBI ARDEN 


Illustrations by John Fernie 
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_ hemembered 


PART ONE 


HE TRAIN CREAKED slowly out of 
the Minneapolis station. Rhoda 
Brown glanced at her wrist watch 
as she moved down the aisle. Midnight. 
She had almost missed her connection. 
The heat and her haste had brought a 
sheen of perspiration to her nose and the 
delicate arch of her cheekbones. Her dark 
bangs clung to her forehead. A few more 
hours and she would be home—home to 
Lake Indigo and Half-Moon Island, the 
sound of loons . . . moonlight . . . the som- 
ber pines ... Ken . . . Her throat tight- 
ened. No. Not Ken. 

A girl's hearty voice exclaimed, “What 
are you doing here, stranger?” 

Rhoda turned, her brown eyes widen- 
ing as she saw plump, freckled Nicky 
Plum. “Nicky! What are you doing here?” 

“Just been visiting in St. Paul. Have a 
seat.” Nicky gestured. 








Islant 


Ken's book signed by another 
man's name—Rhoda knew it, 


but could she hope to prove it? 


Rhoda moved in beside Nicky, grateful 
for a seat and for a companion to distract 
her from her own thoughts. 

“Where’s your grandmother?” Nicky 
demanded, her hazel eyes bright with 
curiosity. 

“Back in Chicago with Mom and Dad. 
She fell and hurt herself during the fire 
last fall, you know. Dad insists she has 
to get really well before she opens up the 
lake house for tourists again.” 

“Lucky the whole place didn’t burn 
down,” Nicky said. “We could see the 
blaze way over at our place. But the Wel- 
lington fire department kept it confined 
to one room.” 

Rhoda nodded, remembering how 
Grandma Brown had talked of nothing 
else for weeks. The fire had started in a 
storage room stuffed with discarded furni- 
ture, old trunks—the accumulation of years. 
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Mayhew patted her shoulder. 
“Cry all you want. It’s 
all right. I understand” 
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Nicky said, “Rhoda, you're not going 
to run Idlewild resort yourself this sum- 
mer!” 

“Hardly! I'm just going to clear out 
Grandmother’s things, and have the furni- 
ture stored so she can rent the house un- 
furnished. Good old Miss Mayhew is 
there, of course, to help.” As she men- 
tioned the name of the stalwart, merry 
spinster who had been Grandmother's 
housekeeper for years, she felt a warm 
anticipation. 

“Mayhew still goes barging around 
town in that tin Lizzie of hers, getting lo- 
cal news for the paper,” Nicky said. “I 
haven't been out to Idlewild for ages.” 
She looked directly at Rhoda. “Wasn't 
that terrible about Ken Lee?” 

Rhoda managed a terse, “Yes.” 

“It was awful for his mother,” Nicky 
raced on, “getting a telegram from the War 
Department like that, saying Ken had been 
killed. She died only a few months after- 
ward; a broken heart, they say.” Nicky 
sighed. “Remember how Ken always used 
to meet you at the depot every summer 
when you came to visit Idlewild?” 

Rhoda nodded and turned her face to- 
ward the night-blind window. Yes. Even 
after he had graduated from high school 
and she was still just a sophomore, he had 
always been there, his lean face eager, 
waiting . .. He wouldn't be now. She had 
to accept that. After two years she ought 
to be able to talk about it. Yet, she could 
only sit silent, staring into the darkness. 
Maybe later, after she had done what she 
had come to Lake Indigo to do.. . 

She glanced at Nicky. What would 
Nicky say if she told her the real reason 
for this trip? Nicky would gasp and say, 
“Rhoda, you always did have a wild 
imagination!” 

“How long will your vacation be?” 
Nicky asked. 

“No vacation, Nicky. Just two weeks of 
work and then back to Chicago to prac- 
tice the piano some more and prepare for 
a recital.” Her piano and the dogged 
hours of practice at Bolten Conservatory 
had been her salvation when she learned 
about Ken. The work at college had been 
her only escape. Ken had never had a 
chance to go to college. He had wanted 
to, terribly. He had wanted to learn every- 
thing there was to learn, read every book 
written, see every city, every star. . . 


He had seen Korea and the mud 
and the cold. In his last letter he had writ- 
ten, “There are flowers, Rhoda, even 
here.” And he had enclosed a frail, with- 
ered bloom. 

The overhead lights went off. Nicky 
peered through the gloom. “Isn't that 
Ken’s ring you're wearing?” 

It was a cheap ring, a silver band with 
a blue-green stone that was more like a 
pebble than a jewel. 

Rhoda nodded. Then, to change the 
subject, she murmured, “I think I'll try 
to sleep a little.” As she turned sidewise 
on the seat her foot accidentally pushed 
against her canvas brief case, spilling 
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its full load of books out on the floor. 
She reached down hastily, but Nicky 
was ahead of her. Nicky lifted one of the 
books and squinted at the title. 

“Oh,” said Nicky, “it’s that ‘Indigo 
Afternoons’! I guess everybody who's ever 
seen Lake Indigo has read that. Say, did 
you know that the author, Will Nash, has 
rented the Lee house on Half-Moon 
Island?” 

Rhoda stiffened. “I knew he, was in 
Wellington but—not in Ken’s house! Why? 
Why is he living there?” 

Nicky shrugged. “I guess because old 
Jesse Lee rented it to him. Jesse moved 
down to the smokehouse. The Nashes 
came out early. Boy, I'll bet they almost 
froze. Remember how cold it always was 
in that old house, and how Ken’s dad 
would sit in front of the stove and feed 
it just one stick at a time? Peter Strasser 
used to say—you remember Peter, of 
course?” 

“Of course,” Rhoda said. It was impos- 
sible to remember Ken without remem- 
bering Peter, too. Peter... Ken... her- 
self. The trio. 

“Peter’s been back home every summer 
to help his folks run the resort. He’s going 
to the U—taking up medicine. He always 
said he'd be a doctor. Remember?” 

Remember? Remember? Yes; that was 
her trouble, Rhoda reflected. Her memory 
was too good. She leaned back against 
the headrest again, closing her eyes. Peter 
Strasser. His blond image cavorted across 
her mind, carrying a thousand other 
images with it. She thought, I'm glad 
Peter’s there. I'm glad that Peter, at least, 
is home. 


It took Rhoda a moment to real- 
ize where she was when she opened her 
eyes and sat up in the hard, dusty seat. 
The air blowing in through the window 
was cool now, and as she inhaled a deep 
breath she caught the spicy fragrance of 
pines. As she leaned closer to the glass 
and looked out at the misty landscape— 
the familiar cut-over land with acres of 
brush and fire-blackened stumps, sumac 
and blueberry bushes, the sudden glitter 
of one of Minnesota’s ten thousand lakes 
—her heart tightened. 

“It’s a funny thing,” Ken had written 
to her, “but sometimes, just when the guns 
are yammering their loudest, I can ac- 
tually imagine I hear the sudden loud 
laugh of a loon. Golly, how I miss those 
birds!” 

The train wheels seemed to chant: 
“How I miss those birds, how I miss those 
birds . . . ” She took a copy of “Indigo 
Afternoons” from the brief case and 
opened it to page ten, though she knew 
the printed words by heart. 

How I miss those loons. Sometimes 
above the yammering of the guns, I fancy 
I almost hear their wild, sudden laughter. 

She turned to another place marked 
with a torn scrap of paper. Even in the 
midst of this war, tiny bell-shaved flow- 
ers grow in the very crevices of death. She 
put her hand to her forehead, seeming 


to smell the withered fragrance of the 
bell-shaped flower Ken had mailed. 

It was more than coincidence: the same 
phrases, the same kinds of flowers noted 
and described. At first, when she had be- 
gun to read the book, she had been mere- 
ly astonished that Will Nash’s experiences 
in the flashbacks to Lake Indigo and in 
descriptions of Korea could be so reminis- 
cent of Ken Lee. Gradually, as the familiar 
phrases and events piled up, astonishment 
changed to a painful wonder, and wonder 
to confusion and doubt. She had burned 
Ken’s letters last winter because she could 
not bear to read them over and over, yet 
could not keep from reading them. Now, 
as she pressed her hand to her forehead, 
she thought: What if I only imagine Ken 
wrote those things? What if I can’t trust my 
memory? Maybe I’m mixed up, somehow. 
One fact remained. Ken had been writ- 
ing a book in camp, and later in the base 
hospital in Korea. He had not mentioned 
what it was about, but he had referred 
to it often during the last months. He had 
almost welcomed being hospitalized with 
shrapnel in his leg because it gave him a 
chance to finish what he jokingly called 
“Opus Number One.” Where was Ken’s 
book now? 


Dad was the only person she had 
confided in. She remembered his words: 
“You can’t prove such a thing without con- 
crete evidence. Anyhow, honey, are you 
sure that your emotions aren’t influencing 
you too much, your desire that Ken might 
have written such a book to leave behind 
him?” 

Was that it? The book jacket seemed 
to dance under her eyes, a blur of color 
and jumbled letters that gradually settled 
into place to form the words: by WILL 
NASH. 

A plump hand inserted itself between 
Rhoda’s gaze and the book. “Bookworm,” 
Nicky said. She yawned prodigiously. 
“You sure must like that book, to lug 
around a whole sack full of “em. Why so 
many copies?” . 

“The girls at Bolten sent them along for 
Will Nash’s autograph.” 

“Wish you luck,” Nicky said. “He’s very 
arty and unsociable. Say, get your stuff to- 
gether—we’re almost at Wellington!” 

As the train ground to a halt and the 
girls made their way down the aisle, Nicky 
said, “You're going to need help, getting 
those autographs. I'll go with you. When 
are you going over to Half-Moon?” 

“I don't know yet, but I'd surely be 
glad to have your company. I hate to row 
over there alone.” 

“You'll have to pick a time when I'm 
not on duty at old Dubbins’ drugstore.” 

Nicky stepped out on the cinder-block 
platform, Rhoda close behind her. “De- 
serted!” Nicky groaned. “My wretched 
brother was to meet me.” Rhoda looked 
about expectantly. “Mayhew’s late, too.” 

A figure detached itself from the end 
of the train. 

“Rich tourist,” Nicky observed. “He got 
off the Pullman.” (Continued on page 29) 
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It took all her strength to keep the rolling 


Penguin from capsizing 


HE LITTLE SAILBOAT TRIMMED 
WELL. It was a Penguin about 
twelve feet long and light in the 
water. The young Kennys loved it. While 
their parents lingered over coffee and fed 
the baby on board the Phyllis, the sloop 
on which the family spent their summers, 
fourteen-year-old Babs and Eddie, her 
sixteen-year-old brother, usually enjoyed 
a short evening sail. This evening Babs 
was holding the tiller while Eddie handled 
the sheet. 

“Tll take her now, Sis,” Eddie said 
after a time, “I’ve got to get dressed.” 

“Okay.” Babs relinquished the tiller and 
took the sheet, ducking low under the 
boom as Eddie put the boat about and 
headed into the harbor. The breeze was 
light and they ghosted along in silence 
among the moored boats. 

“Will you and Mom be very late to- 
night?” Babs’ voice held an anxious note. 

“Oh, not too. It’s only about twenty 
miles,” Eddie replied reassuringly. “Gee, 
I wish Dad were here to take Mom.” 

Babs nodded in sympathy. Uncle Harry 
had suddenly become ill and Aunt Clara 
had sent for Mother. Since Dad was away 
on a business trip, Eddie would have to 
drive his mother to his uncle’s house. 
There were duties as well as privileges in 
being sixteen. 

“Can I sail her by myself a little while 
longer?” Babs knew the answer before she 
made her request. 

“Nothing doing. I’m taking no chances 
on having my boat cracked up. Besides 
you have to stay with Boots.” 

Both Kennys concentrated on their 
landing as they approached the Phyllis. 
The sloop was a gleaming white and her 
varnished mast shone in the last rays of 
the setting sun. 

Eddie steered the Penguin close to her 
stern and then headed up. He always 
made a good landing, no matter what the 
wind. Babs let out the sheet and they both 
grabbed the rail of the Phyllis so that Babs 
could clamber aboard to make fast the 
painter. This done, she sat down on deck 
and let her bare legs dangle over the 
water. Eddie and the little boat drifted 
back on the line. 

“Couldn't I just sail you ashore in her 
after you get dressed?” she pleaded again, 
as Eddie began to take off the sail. 

“Look, Babs, you can’t handle a boat 
alone yet. Why, you don’t even know 
where the wind is most of the time. We'll 
take the rowboat ashore.” 

Their mother called from the compan- 
ionway, “Aren’t you going to take out the 
mast, Eddie?” 

Eddie glanced at the sky. “No, Mom, 
there won't be any wind tonight. Okay, 
Sis, pull me in.” 

Babs got up and pulled in the line, 
bringing the Penguin alongside so that 
Eddie could come aboard with his sail 
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bag. Then she turned away to go below. 

Her mother was washing the dishes and 
laying them on a towel to drain. Boots was 
on his tummy in the port bunk which had 
been made into a crib by the addition of 
wooden bars. Babs wiped a red plastic cup 
and gave it to the baby to play with. 

“Poor Bootsie, you have over fifteen 
years to wait before you can have a boat 
of your own. Look, Mom, do I really have 
to wait till I’m sixteen? I can sail all right 
now.” 

“I know you can, dear, but just be pa- 
tient. Maybe because your father had his 
first boat when he was sixteen, he thinks 
you should have yours at that age, too.” 

Eddie, who had come down the com- 
panionway ladder and stopped by the 
baby’s bunk to play with him for the 
moment, added, “Golly, Sis, I saved 
my money and waited ages to get the 
Penguin.” 

“T know. And you let me sail her when 
you're with me, anyway.” Babs was used 
to philosophizing about the role of the 
younger sister. 

Eddie pulled his finger from the baby’s 
clutching fist and went forward to get 
dressed. The forward cabin consisted of a 
big bin for sails and a pipe berth but 
Eddie liked it. The rest of the family slept 
in the main cabin, Mrs. Kenny in the 
starboard bunk opposite the baby and 
Babs and her father in the two quarter 


bunks. 


We won't be late, dear.” Alice 
Kenny settled herself in the stern seat of 
the rowboat which Eddie was holding 
alongside the Phyllis. “Boots will probably 


go right to sleep. Remember, if you need 
anything blow for Carl.” 

Carl and his wife Minnie ran the gaso- 
line dock in the inner harbor and gave 
launch service to the moored boats if one 
blew the horn loudly enough. 

Babs loitered on deck to watch the lit- 
tle boat pull away. She felt lonely and 
wished she had asked a girl friend from 
shore to spend the night with her. The 
breeze had died and the water was 
calm, almost glassy, in the twilight. Eddie 
was right about no wind. He rowed 
smoothly, feathering his oars so that the 


sleepy water was hardly disturbed. Whe 

he rounded the sandy point into the inne 
harbor and she could no longer see hig 
boat, she could still hear the rhythmig 
snap of the rowlocks, so still was the 
evening. ¥ 

It was the quiet of an age-old decepe 
tion. Babs, curled up on her mother 
bunk, was awakened some hours later by 
the pitching of the boat and the sham 
slapping of the waves on the hull. Wit 
a sinking feeling, she realized she w 
still alone with the baby. 7 

Standing in the companionway she 
could see the Penguin rolling with th 
waves. She wished Eddie had taken og 
the mast. Its weight could pull the litt’ 
boat over in a strong wind. But it wo 
surely capsize now if she tried to stand i 
the bow and unstep the mast. The wind 
was blowing straight into the harbor 
South wind meant nothing. It should ha 
around to the west and give them a leg 
Funny time of night for it though. 

Babs turned back to the warmth of thé 
cabin. She leaned low over the baby t 
listen for the regular breathing of sleep 
Then she stretched out again on the op 
posite bunk. Her eyes had grown accu 
tomed to the dark, and she could see th 
masts of the schooner moored aste 
through the companionway. Up ang 
down and now a roll, and up and do 
and now a roll... 

Suddenly they were not going up ang 
down; they were not lined up in the sam 
way; they were turning. Babs ran to the 
ladder and saw the schooner heading} 
straight toward the point. 4 

When she went up to the cockpit, th 


force of the wind and the lurching of the} 
boat sent her sprawling on the seat for 
a moment. She recovered, climbed ovef 
the coaming, and crawled on all fours # 
the bow. The deck was slippery will 
spray. On her knees, wide spread for bak 
ance, she unlashed the anchor and raisé 
it up from the chocks, pushed the a 
through and secured it with the pin-an@ 
snap hook. She laid it on the. deck a! 
crept farther forward to lead the lin 
under and through the bow chock. Greet 
water struck her full in the face and lef 
her gasping for (Continued on page 26) 
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Babs had never sailed by herself, and she was alone with a baby 
ona sloop rapidly filling with water 
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Water dprite 


by JANE MAGEE 


pion, and, when she plays it straight, a stu- 

dent in Ridgewood, New Jersey, was explain- 
ing sportsmanship. Her cheeks were pink and her 
short blond hair damp from the pool. 

“No one talks about it very much, but it’s some- 
thing you feel,” she said. “I’ve always been taught 
that you must learn to be a good sport before you 
can learn to be a good swimmer.” 

Carin, who has the 300-meter Junior National 
Individual Medley Championship — and record — 
pointed to the motto of the Women’s Swimming 
Association of New York on the wall nearby: “Good 
sportsmanship is greater than victory.” 

“That’s what I mean,” she explained. 

Finished swimming for the day, Carin had donned 
her gray-wool peg pants and gray-wool sweater. She 
was seated beside the Association’s indoor pool 
where at the age of six she had taken her first swim- 
ming lesson. That year her father, L. Raymond Cone, 
safety director at a Bendix plant, decided that Carin 
must learn to swim if she expected ever to go out 
in boats. He had no way of knowing then that from 
his interest in safety would develop a champion. But 
Carin was a water sprite from the beginning. 

Today, Carin Cone has chalked up nine metropoli- 
tan championships, plus the national championship 
she won last August in Boston, despite the fact that 
she was the youngest entrant—then only thirteen! 

The fact that her national title includes the word 
“Junior” does not mean that only teen-agers com- 
peted for it. It denotes the requirement that entrants 
shall not have taken part in previous national com- 
petitions for that title. As a matter of fact, Carin 
won over a college girl. 


Ce Cong, fourteen-year-old swimming cham- 


Looking back now, Carin feels it was the 
experience she gained at the Georgia Peach Meet 
in June, preceding the big Boston contest, which 
gave her the necessary preparation. 

“And I had such fun at the Georgia Peach Meet,” 
she recalled. “I can hardly wait to go again this year!” 

She laughed. “It was Southern! When we arrived, 
they handed us peaches and Confederate flags! The 
night before the meet we were treated to ‘mint julips —ginger ale 
over ice cream. The night after the meet there was a big dance.” 

At the Peach Meet Carin was both a winner and a loser. She 
came in second in the Junior National Backstroke, but set two 
new records, in the breast stroke and free style. It was her first 
competition beyond the borders of New York State, and a won- 
derful experience meeting girls from all over the country. Nor 
is it surprising that “Sunny” Bippus, the young swimmer who 
defeated her in the backstroke, and whom she defeated in the 
free style, has become one of her close friends. The two corre- 
sponded all last winter. 

With her first big meet behind her, Carin went on to Boston 
feeling like a seasoned veteran, ready to compete in the National 
Medley at the Charles Bank Pool. For the Medley Champion- 
ship race, three strokes were required: breast stroke; the back- 
stroke; and the free style, or crawl. Carin broke the Medley 
record by seven seconds, finishing the 300 yards in 4 minutes, 
41 seconds. 

“It was very exciting!” she recalled. “The heats were held 
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in the afternoon, to select the six top winners. The finals wert} 
at night—what a thrill! They had the fire department’s big spe 
lights trained on us to tell exactly when we touched. It was th 
first time I had competed at night with so many good swimmers! 

Carin is in luck in one respect. Her Medley record, sevellj 
seconds better than had ever been made, will stand witho 
future challengers in this great national meet. For this summer 
the requirements for the Medley are being changed. Formerly a 
contestant could use either the orthodox breast stroke or the 
“butterfly.” Henceforth these will be considered as two separate 
strokes, and the Medley will include all four: breast stroke, 
backstroke, butterfly, and-free style. 

If you want to make progress in swimming, Carin might be 
a good person to ask. In January, the Women’s Swimming Asso 
ciation of New York gave her its Charlotte Epstein Award, “for 
the greatest progress and achievement of the year 1953.” That 
wasn't a teen-ager prize, either; the award covered all members 
of the -Association, teen-agers and adults. Carin’s name was 
added to those on the wall plaque in the room just off the pool. 


JULY, 1954 





A teen-age champion 


gives some tips 


to would-be mermaids 


Swimming does not interfere with Carin 
Cone’s many other interests. She loves 
to cook and sew, to paint and play the 
flute to her dad’s accompaniment. And 
of course she has time to romp with her 
Persian kittens—who hate water sports! 
Carin attacks homework with the spirit 
that won her those medals and trophies 
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Above the names is a reminder: that motto 
about sportsmanship. 

Carin loves to help the younger children 
who come to the Association pool to learn to 
swim. As she sat talking with this writer at 
the edge of the pool, her eyes followed the 
swimmers speeding up and down—some be- 
ginners, some experts. She pointed out the 
three strokes she had used in the Medley— 
breast stroke, backstroke, free style or crawl. 

“In the backstroke you must lie flat,” she 

xplained. “You can’t get anywhere if you 
up in the water. The flatter you lie the 
the water works against you. In the crawl 
don’t get anywhere if you have your 
put of the water. You've got to breathe 
water. If you put your head out your 
down. These two,” she added, “are 
t popular strokes.” 

sked her about the butterfly. 
a combination of the free style or 
nd the breast stroke,” she said. “You 
swim well before you attempt it, for 
most strenuous. It’s now recognized 
arate stroke from the breast stroke, 
sed in racing. Yes, I love to do it!” 

out bathing suits? 

»No fancy affair for real 
She glanced around 

De . a girl who was wear- 
ing a suit like her Own. “It’s a lightweight 
nylon tank suit—the only thing to wear, 
really! Straps on some of the other suits cut 
you. These suits are the same in front as 
in back. They’re black. We also have navy 
sweat shirts and pants.” 

The “we” is the senior team of the Women’s 
Swimming Association, of which Carin is a 
member. She has a lot of fun with them, at 
meets in the city, and sometimes out of town. 
During the winter she trains at the New York 
pool, a forty-five-minute jaunt from her 
home, three or four times a week. In summer 
she makes the trip only once a week, spend- 
ing the remainder of her swimming time in 
the outdoor pool at Ridgewood. If she misses 
swimming for more than a week, she ex- 
plained, it shows up in her speed. 

All this is plenty of activity for a girl who 
was fourteen on Easter Sunday. But Carin 
insists she’s having the time of her life. Per- 
haps it is because (Continued on page 40) 
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by ugliness, 
> artist 
ty is truth” 


by JESSIE ALFORD NUNN 


Illustration by André Garcia 





hi 
th 
HEE YAZZIE stared out of the win- “Draw more and bring your work to me.” in 
dow of the rattling school bus at Well, he had drawn many more pic- w 
the hot, barren sand, the squalid tures, and Mrs. Henry had not made him cl 
hogans, and rib-sprung horses. Around stop when the others went to the black- pi 
him the other students returning for the — board for arithmetic. b: 
summer from the government boarding When he had graduated from the day gr 
school at Santa Fe laughed, sang, and school, Mrs. Henry had talked to him 
engaged in occasional high-spirited horse- about the big boarding school at Santa Fe at 
play. Chee did not even glance at them. where he could learn from other teachers cc 
“Ai yai, foolish ones,” he said to him- who knew much about the making of be 
self out of the sickness of his heart, pictures. dz 
“laugh, sing now, but wait. One day “T do not know,” he said, “where is this wi 
Natahani at the school will give you a Santa Fe? It seems far away and none of ul 
thing called a diploma, and you will take my family has been there, and my mother 
it and ride away into the desert and not wishes me at home to herd the sheep.” he 
come back. You will search the split, dry “You must go, Chee Yazzie,” she urged ris 
arroyos, the flat, sullen landscape for him. “It is right for you to do this. The or 
something you cannot find, although you — things you say in these drawings are true, sic 
look and look until your eyeballs ache in good things. They are strong and right. sh 
their sockets.” But you must learn more and I cannot m 
“Hage, old Clizzie,” one of the girls teach you any longer.” St 
called to him. “Why do you hang your But his mother had not been willing to be 
head so low? Is the grass so short for let him go until one day Mrs. Henry rode to 
your grazing?” painfully over the mountains and sat until 
? He shrugged and turned away. In an middle of day in the hogan, talking, talk- br 
unconscious gesture of hopelessness and ing, with the mother and the Old One. es 
contempt he flung his battered drawing And when the school bus from Santa Fe fir 
portfolio under the seat. His violence split came crawling and panting up the moun- CI 
the frayed cardboard and spilled some tain, Chee Yazzie rolled up his other shirt dr 
drawings out, fanlike, on the dirty floor. and put it under his arm with his worn br 
Impatiently he gathered them and picked portfolio, and boarded the bus. th 
up the portfolio to thrust them inside. They had stopped at the day school and ha 
Then he glanced at the pictures and ar- Mrs. Henry came out to say good-by to w 
rested his hand. Separating one drawing those who were going to boarding school. W 
from the others, he laid it on the torn Chee shook hands as she had taught him Wi 
portfolio which he now held on his lap. _ to do. “This will not be an easy thing,” she hi 
It was not new, and he smiled now at its warned him. “It is hard to learn white th 
crudity. This rough outline sketch of his men’s ways.” th 
old grandfather, Medicine Man Yazzie, “It will be easy,” he boasted, because th 
when had he made that? Ai yai! this was _ already he felt a little lonely. “I will learn 
surely the Old One, with a face like the everything very fast and I will draw and lo 
red rock and the eyes that could see far paint every day.” he 
back to the beginnings of things. Now he Chee looked into himself, remember- th 
remembered; he had drawn it in the sixth- ing. What a little one, a tstchsilli, he had 
grade class of the white teacher, Mrs. been that day! Suddenly he crumpled the on 
Henry, who had been his friend. Absently drawings, shoved them roughly into the th 
he took out a drawing pencil and cor- folder, and pushed it under the seat. Sup- or 
rected the sketch here and there. The pose they did get dirty, damaged, spoiled. ot! 
white teacher had shown him many What good would they ever do him now? 
things about drawing. She had told him He flung his box of paints after the draw- at 
often that his work was good and she had _ ings. Chindi things! They took up too ws 
liked this picture of the Old One so much much room and his legs were cramped. na 
that she had kept it many days on the He would never draw or paint again. shi 
bulletin board in the classroom. That he knew. Could one paint and herd § ® 
“It is a true thing,” she said to him. sheep? Could one draw while irrigating pa 
jury, 1954 fF ™ 





the steep, sun-baked hills of scrawny corn? 

Truly the turquoise trail was lost to 
him, he thought. One must see beautiful 
things to draw fine pictures. In a blazing 
inferno of pitiless sun and waste sand, 
what was beautiful? The flies rising in a 
cloud from the meat drying on poles? The 
pitiful, gaunt horses? The split, parched, 
bare land, unrelieved by leaf or blade of 
grass? 

Suppose he did paint? Who would look 
at his pictures or give him a word of en- 
couragement? His widowed mother, Taz- 
bah, who rose in the gray of each day’s 
dawn and cooked, hoed, herded sheep, 
wove at the everlasting rug in her loom 
until night? 

“Pah!” she would tell him. “In this 
hogan a man is needed. Pictures are all 
right for medicine men to make with col- 
ored sands. They drive away chindis and 
sickness. But today you must dip the 
sheep to drive the ticks away; then you 
must ride to the trading post of the Big 
Stomach to sell the rug for coffee and 
beans and a little sugar. We have nothing 
to eat. Pictures do not fill a hungry belly.” 

Nor would Willie Tsosie, his younger 
brother, or Hanbah, his baby sister, inter- 
est themselves in any pictures, however 
fine. Two summers ago Willie had stolen 
Chee’s brushes and amused himself by 
drawing large, fierce mustachios and eye- 
brows on the sheep, instead of herding 
them properly. Three of the silly animals 
had got into the quicksand of Red Wash 
where they died. Instead of punishing 
Willie, his mother had been very angry 
with her older son. “Look, you,” she- told 
him bitterly. “See how these white men’s 
things bring bad luck? How can you say 
they are good when only evil comes from 
them?” 

He had tried to tell her, then, how his 
love for making pictures had grown in his 
heart. He had told her of the words of 
the teachers and the Natahani at school. 

“They say my drawings are good, that 
one day people will pay much money for 
them if I work very hard, that perhaps 
some day I may even be a teacher of 
others.” 

Tazbah had lifted a picture and looked 
at it. Grouped in a still-life arrangement 
was a bow! of fruit—lemons, oranges, ba- 
Nanas—on a smoothly polished table. She 
shook her head, bewildered, and took up 
another —a delicate water color of the 
patio of La Fonda, with its bright flowers, 
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cool green ferns, and spraying 
fountain. Sighing, she laid it 
down and picked up yet another, 
only to stare in puzzled amaze- 
ment at a mass of black and 
white lines, planes, angles. 

Chee Yazzie tried to explain 
the pictures to her, to tell her 
they were class exercises, prob- 
lems of drawing and composi- 
tion which the art teacher in 
Santa Fe had given him in order 
to teach him. 

Hopelessly his mother shook 
her head. Although she said noth- 
ing, there was a sad look on her 
face, and Chee Yazzie never 
spoke to her again about the work 
he loved. 

But last Christmas he had sent 
her a picture—a little drawing of 
the baby sister Hanbah, in her 
full skirt, tiny moccasins, and lit- 
tle velvet blouse, laughing up, as 
she often did, beneath her tangle 
of dark hair. He had been lonely 
there at the big school on Christmas Day 
and he had remembered like an ache the 
round merry face of the baby. The pic- 
ture was so like the mischief-loving little 
girl that somehow he thought his mother 
might like it. But there had been no reply, 
no word of thanks. 

Truth to tell, he was none too happy 
about his pictures himself. Drawing was 
like the beating of the hot sun in his blood. 
But never, never, did the pictures seem to 
say what he meant. He could not feel sat- 
isfaction when they were finished, and he 
did not know why. Mr. Viele, his teacher, 
frowned at them, showed him how to cor- 
rect line and shadow, but when these 
things were made right, he still frowned. 

“T don’t know,” he had said many times. 
“T like your way of drawing, Chee. It has 
charm and grace. But something, I don’t 
know what, is not there. There is a stiff- 
ness, a holding back, something not right.” 

“Will I ever know enough to paint 
truly?” Chee had asked once, in despair. 

“Skill you have—more than any of my 
other students,” said the teacher, scowling 
at his pupil's latest work. “But truth? I 
don’t know; I don’t know. Everything 
seems right, but the meaning is not there.” 
He struck one hand against the other, 
looked long, shook his head, and went 
away, seemingly as much puzzled as 
the boy. (Continued on page 36) 








Play it smart both ways—prim and demure 
with white piqué Puritan collar; bare and 
festive without. Slim bodice, back- 
buttoned and self-belted, bursts into a 
far-flung skirt with side pockets. Sleeves are 
short, shirred, and raglan. Crown’s 

Soap ’n’ Water combed cotton-satin with 
Everglaze finish (navy, black, or brown 
print) 8-16 teen; by Arteens. About $13 
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High-scoring fashion with a talent 

for flattery from slim, buttoned 

bodice to full-blooming skirt. 

Keyhole neckline may be worn with 
or without washable-felt ascot. Pseudo 
tape-measure belt guarantees a small 
waistline. Black-and-white or brown- 
and-white cotton tweed, by Bobby Teen; 
8-14 subteen. About $6 
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The decision is yours! Fill in cuffed, scoop 
neck with shirt-collared dickey or, if 





ig there’s a party in the offing, remove and add 
oe your prettiest necklace. (Dickey is full size; 
* aa ties at waist.) Decide, too, on sleeve length 
: a via drawstrings. Mooresville’s tapestry 
ee ‘ in brown with turquoise, or blue with 
4 gold; 8-14 subteen, by La Crosse. About $11 
a - = 
a Se 
4 A hit in any league—dresses with two 
Ee winning points of view to increase 
a your fashion average! Wear them as shown 
‘ or improvise to suit your fancy. 
% For store listings turn to page 46 
_ 
al 
& rE 4A double play that makes a bid for 
cf : ; Mitention. The “plays” are as unlimited 
“ : a8 your imagination. Striped jumper with 
; » Six-gore skirt, V-neck front and back, 
\ @mecloses or exposes solid shirt. (Belted 


Mg shirt doubles as easy-to-wear jacket.) 
By Shirley Lee in rust, brown, green, red, 
or purple denim, 7-15 for teens. About $11 
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At little cost, you can paint these tiles and 
bake them in your own oven. They will make 
handsome gifts that can be used for hot-dish 
mats, or as pictures on the wall, while friends 
admire your originality, and beautiful designs 


Drawings by Hilda Glasgow 


ITEMS COURTESY OF SINGER 
SEWING MACHINE COMPANY, 
J. WISS & SONS COMPANY, 
COATS & CLARK THREADS 



















Christmas 
in July 


Six months gone and six to go 
Till Santa comes with bells and snow! 
Don't lose a moment—start today 


Filling his bag with treasures gay! 


This charming party apron is simple and 
unusual. Its material is a bright chintz 
adorned with easy-to-iron-on trimmings and 
attached to a plastic hoop that clips around 
any waist; or if you prefer you can make 
it with a belt and ribbons to tie in back 








Collars and ties are gifts that will delight the girl 
friends, and here is a gay selection. The first one is 
cut out of felt and trimmed with sequins; the second 
is any pastel net ornamented with white crocheted 
roses; the third is all crochet, in thread of celor and 
silver or gold; the fourth a graceful tie of net and 
flowers. You'll have fun making and giving them! 









To get free, easy-to-follow instructions for all these items, send a large, stamped, self-addressed 
envelope to Betty Brooks, THE AMERICAN GimL, 155 East 44th St., New York 17, N. Y. 
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and the clever girl learns how 


to keep it lovely in summertime 


by GLYNNE 


sun, and air—with young people, you 

come up with laughter and fun. You 
come up, too, with a barrage of laments 
and squalls about hair “acting up.” For 
it may be wonderful to plunge into the 
sparkling waves like a water nymph, but 
it isn’t so much fun to stagger out a scare- 
crow. 

By the seashore, up in the mountains, 
at the swimming hole or town pool, you'll 
hear the same comments: “My hair has 
become a bush. What’s the use of setting 
it?” ... “The moment I hit the water, the 
curl comes right out!” ... “I wish for va- 
cation I could be brunette—the sun turns 
my hair fifty different shades!” . . . “Ugh, 
my hair is poker straight. When it gets 
wet and straggly, I look like a witch!” 
... So goes the battle of summer versus 
hair. 

Don't let yourself be swept up into the 
“battle” this year. Here and now make a 
beauty resolution. You are going to stay 
a beautiful mermaid all summer long—in 
or out of the water. For today there are 
wonderful ideas and innovations to keep 
your hair looking as you want it to look; 
there are scientific products on counters 
everywhere ready to perform little mir- 
acles, and easily within your budget. Re- 
search has shown that hair health im- 
proves with sunlight, fresh air, and free- 
dom from tight headgear. All you have to 
do is devote a few minutes regularly to 
the care of your hair. And you might ex- 
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I YOU COMBINE three elements—water, 


There is poetry in shining hair 


periment until you discover a certain 
touch—a well-placed curl, a fresh flower, 
an oddly shaped barrette, a bright plaid 
ribbon—that will make your hair uniquely 
beautiful. And now—to work. 


Cap Your Coiffure before Each Dip 


Not long ago there was a short-lived 
craze for bareheaded swimming. Girls 
called each other “sissy” for wearing a 
bathing cap. One was expected to dash 
headlong into the water, hair flying wild- 
ly in all directions. But beauty-wise the 
results were so dismal, that the fad was 
dropped. Every bather should wear a cap 
—whether her hair is only two inches long 
or reaches the middle of her spine. A cap 
seals out water. Salt sea water and chlori- 
nated swimming-pool water both leave 
the hair gummy and lusterless and hard 
to manage. You are better off with a swim- 
ming cap in a river or lake, too, because 
all sorts of surface matter cling to the 
hair. Green algae may be picturesque on 
a lake, but it isn’t pretty on your head! 

If water leaks in—even when you wear 
a swimming cap—there’s only one thing 
to do: wear two! First pile up your hair 
and tuck it neatly into the inner cap, a 
thin rubberized type sold at every five- 
and-ten-cent store. Then put on the outer 
one—a sturdy well-made cap of firm rub- 
ber which ought to fit snugly around the 
ears. The 1954 styles are decked with 
colored flowers—on the sides, or on top 
for chubby faces. 





Bobbi Home Permanent 


“After-Swim” Styles—Long Hair 

You are out of the water, peeling off 
your cap—or caps, ready to fix yourself a 
smooth topknot. Keep it simple and easy. 
Curls and swirls are fine at formals but 
out of place here. Let’s look at a few styles 
that would be good for shoulder-length 
hair. It is probably a bit damp and messy 
from hard swimming, so begin by comb- 
ing it free of tangles. 


Festive Bras: Part the hair from the 
front to the back of the head. Use a side 
part if your features are not regular. Braid 
all the hair in each of the two segments 
so that two fat pigtails are formed hang- 
ing on each side of the head. Anchor each 
pigtail at the tip with a rubber band. You 
have in your bag some big artificial daisies 
or other summer flowers, attached to 
bobby pins with florist wire or strong 
thread. Insert them into the tip of each 
braid so that the rubber band is covered. 
The flowers will swing jauntily over your 
shoulders with each step you take. This 
style, although extreme in its simplicity, 
is effective with a young face. A less 
casual variation of this style would be 
to pin up the braids, coronet style, and 
insert the flowers on each side close to the 
ears. 


Pony-Tai. Posy: The ever-popular 
pony tail is another good arrangement for 
shoulder-length damp locks, where a sleek 
effect is desirable. Be sure to sweep up all 
the hair off the (Continued on page 34) 
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ereals go blamorous 
Ss . by JUDITH MILLER 
~ s on aa po! 
te a wee 
on aoe 
Frozen lemon pie, 
with cereal crust 
and topping, is a 
delicious dessert ¥ 
for warm weather - 
General Foods photo 
EREALS have come out of their break- ing tray of automatic refrigerator. Combine Daphne Lange of Fort Slocum, New York, 
C fast nook to make their appearance on egg yolks and % cup sugar in double boiler, who has sent a recipe for scrapple, writes: 
menus for every meal. They are used mixing thoroughly. Add salt, lemon rind, and “When my father was stationed in Pennsyl- 
in everything from appetizers to desserts—not 3 tablespoons of the lemon juice, mixing well. _ vania, we all became very fond of scrapple. 
to mention candy and snacks. Cook and stir over boiling water until mix- It is handy to have in the refrigerator for a 
There is the new way of serving chilled _ ture is slightly thickened (about 5 minutes). quick Sunday breakfast, and for a lunch or 
fruit or vegetable juices, and soups (hot or Cool. Pour % cup of water and remainin supper dish any day in the week with apple- 
cold) with cereal crisps, that makes the sim- tablespoon of lemon juice into deep, aa sauce or a fruit salad.” 
plest first course a party affair. These crunchy, bowl. Sprinkle nonfat dry milk powder over 
: : ee : ; SCRAPPLE 
melt-in-your-mouth treats turn out to be surface of liquid. Beat with egg beater or 
_ simply our .breakfast puffed cereals, lightly electric mixer until stiff (about 10 minutes). 2 onions, minced 4 teaspoon marjoram 
coated with grated cheese and toasted in a Fold cooked mixture into the whipped non- 5 cups cold water 4 teaspoon savory 
slow oven (325°) until delicately browned. fat dry milk. Beat egg whites until foamy % Ib. sausage meat % teaspoon oregano or 
It is the slow cooking that makes them crisp throughout. Add % cup sugar gradually and 1% cups corn meal IP en a0 
and crunchy. continue beating until stiff peaks will form. 1 teaspoon er bi oe celery seed 
Then there are the ways of using cereals Fold in nonfat dry milk mixture and pour into ? ore Grane 
as a base for entrees and main dishes, for cereal-lined freezing tray. Sprinkle reserved (If your spice shelf doesn’t hold all of these 
desserts and salads that are delightful to cereal mixture over top. Set refrigerator con- _ seasonings, just use a little more of those you 
look at and delicious to eat. trol for coldest freezing temperature and have, adjusting the quantities to suit your 
For days when you are looking for ways freeze until firm, about 3 hours. Cut in taste.) 4 
to beat the heat, we are giving you one of wedges to serve. Serves 6 to 8. Combine onions, water, and sausage. Sift f 
our favorite recipes. When the temperature *If you can afford the calories, you might _ in corn meal, add seasonings and blend well. 
is “in the red” you will find this delicately like to substitute % cup cream, whipped, for Simmer fifteen minutes, stirring often to pre- : 
flavored pie as refreshing as a sea breeze. Add _ the nonfat dry milk. In this case, add all the — vent lumping or sticking. Pour into greased ’ 
the recipe to your file of party desserts, for lemon juice to the egg yolks and sugar in  10"x5”x3” loaf pan and chill in refrigerator , 
it can be made ahead of time, saving you the double boiler. After the thickened mixture until ready to use. Then slice and fry in 
last-minute fuss and bother. - ar fold . _> the —— — lightly greased pan, turning to brown on both P 
xen fold into the beaten egg whites a sides. Serve very hot with maple syrup or 
FROZEN LEMON PIE freeze as directed. applesauce for breakfast; or for andl pon sup- “ 
1 cup finely crushed ¥% teaspoon grated per, serve with vegetables, a salad, and a % 
whole-wheat flakes lemon rind An American contribution to the cereal ~ fruit dessert. 4 
\% cup butter, melted Y% cup lemon juice world is corn meal, first cultivated in this f 
: egg yolks Bow water ; country by the Indians. There are Many ways When we think of oatmeal we think of a 
4 cup sugar ¥3 cup nonfat dry milk of using it: corn-bread topping on a gravy- Scotland. This cereal became a national dish 
Dash of salt . 2 egg whites rich meat pie; savory corn-bread stuffing for in Scotland centuries ago, when wild oat 
np oe chicken or pork chops; fish or chicken dipped _ seeds provided almost the only food the Scots 
Combine crushed cereal and butter, mixing in corn meal and fried to crisp perfection. had when they fled before the Roman in- 
well. Reserve i cup, and press remaining Browned slices of the famous scrapple that  vaders. 
mixture firmly on bottom and sides of freez- _ hails from Pennsylvania are a treat anywhere. (Continued on page 28) . 
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Drawings by Helene Ferguson 


4755: A halter blouse. plus a wide skirt 
finished with a narrow, slimming belt, make a 
perfect summer date dress. Bates broadcloth 
in three shades of one color are used in the 
sketch. Sizes 10-18. The two pieces, in size 
16, will require 544 yards of 35” material 


9299: This playsuit in the popular bloomer 
style has a waist-whittling midriff. For street 
wear there is a sash-belted skirt to slip 
over it, for which you might use an Ever- 
fast embossed cotton. Sizes 11-17. Suit and 
skirt, in size 13, take 54% yards 35” fabric 





4746: A cool and comfortable trio for 
size 10-16 that is smart and easy to make. 
The blouse has a flattering set-in collar and 
three-button closing on each shoulder. The 
trim shorts are dart-fitted to give exactly the 
right fullness. Both are as easy to sew as 
the wide skirt, which is made with just two 
side seams. Reeves woven denim is shown 
here. In a solid color or figured material, 
blouse and skirt make a pretty street dress. 
Size 12, in a 35” fabric, needs 144 yards for 
blouse; 1 yard for shorts; 3% yards for skirt 


These patterns may be purchased from The American Girl, Pattern Dept., 
155 East 44th Street, New York City 17. When ordering, be sure to en- 
close the correct amount for each pattern (sorry, no C.O.D.’s) and state 
size. We pay the postage. There is a clipout order blank on page 37 
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SUSPENSE 


First Fiction Award 


Junior Brown slipped quietly through the 
house. The gray light of a new day peeping 
through the Venetian blinds gave him enough 
light to find his way around. He stole silently 


up the stairs. He knew exactly where he was 
going. 

He listened at the top of the stairs for any 
sounds that would tell him the people were 
awakening. He heard only the floor groan as 
a heavy body turned in its sleep. There was 
He was safe so far. 


nothing else. 





FIRST PHOTOGRAPHY AWARD: 
NANCY M. NIETHAMMER (age 13) Casper, Wyo. 


He slid his fingers along the wall until he 
came upon a door panel. He groped around 
in the dark until he felt his trembling fingers 
grip the doorknob firmly. The click of the 
latch resounded throughout the house like a 
shot in the stillness. Junior froze in the dim 
light, waiting for the sleeping house to awaken. 
He stood ready to run if necessary, but no one 
stirred. 

Slowly he opened the door inch by inch and 
stood gazing about the room. Absently he 
rubbed his chin, lost in thought. When he rea- 
lized what he was doing, he jerked his hand 
away swiftly. This had become a bad habit, 
and it bothered him. 

For a moment he stood doubtful, wondering 
if he should go through with it. It was a tre- 
mendous decision to make. 

He hated stealing through the house like 
this, but he could see no other way. He couldn't 
take all the ridicule and questions. It was better 
that no one know. 

He wondered if his face would betray him 
at the family gathering at the breakfast table. 
He had never been able to conceal things and 
hoped he could act natural, as though nothing 
had happened. 
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FIRST ART AWARD: 
SUSAN FRITCHMAN (age 14) 


Juneau, Alaska 


house- 


He had to hurry. The 
hold would be up soon! 

Junior stiffened and stepped 
into the small room. He softly 
shut the door and snapped on 
the light. He went to the cabinet 
on the wall, and opened it. He 
took out the instruments and 
turned on the water. 

At last he was about to begin 
his first shave! 
NORITA SCHULTE (age 17) 
Dimmitt, Texas 


NIGHT HAWK 


First Poetry Award 


At night they come 

When it is dark—but I see. 
At night they come— 

But not to frighten me. 


My friends are shadows. 
They keep me safe. 

My friends are shadows. 
I am their waif. 


Days—I am alone, 
With emptiness at my side. 
Days—I am alone. 


Hide, I must hide. 


The sun goes away. 
A new night is here. 
The sun goes away. 
I have nothing to fear. 


CAROL ANN AMORY (age 16) Peekskill, New York 


DANNY 


First Nonfiction Award 
is Danny, 
little 


His name 


perfectly. His blue eyes 


slightly over his tiny pink lips. 


f 4 


Here is your own department in the magazine. Send 


eae 


and it seems to fit him 
glow like 
sparkling lake and his brown hair seems to 
look like a tree in the forest. He has perfect 
features, except for his teeth which stick out 


ve ek 





—- << SERS 


———— —— 


us your best original short stories, poems, nonfiction, 
photographs, and drawings. See page 49 for details 


\ 





He could never speak a word until one day 
when I got out the mail-order catalogue and 
pointed to the items. Then he would pronounce 
the words after me. 

Perhaps I should explain here that he was 
born deaf, but we had no way of knowing this 
at first. Now that we know he will never hear 
us, we are teaching him to talk with his hands, 
and by placing his hands on our lips when we 
form a word he has learned to speak his own 
funny little language. 

No one can understand it except us, but | 
have lots of fun doing sign language with him. 
At times, when I try to speak with him the 
words just don’t come out as easily as they 
should. 

“Nonnie!” he screamed at me one day, as | 
came running out of my room. I felt my heart 
throb with joy. I turned to him in amazement 
and yelled, “Danny! Do you realize you said 
my name?” 

He laughed and danced around the room, as 
if he knew he had done something wonderful 
to make me happy. When he saw the tears 
creeping down my cheeks he uttered, “O’nt 
cry, bu ‘ook lunny.” (Continued on page 47) 
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ART AWARD: JOEY MARZEKI (age 15) Woodford Green, England 
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ANT TO MEET A Guy that’s got 
everything?” Sola inquired. She 
and Ruby were cycling around 
the lake. “Come on, I'll introduce you.” 

“Why—where is he?” Ruby asked, mys- 
tified. “Have you got him hidden up a 
tree?” 

Sola laughed. “No, he’s building that 
bungalow around the cove. Building it 
himself!” 

“He’s too old for us!” 

“Yes—but he’s nice—and, guess what! 
He’s an author. A real one! He sells stories 
to magazines. Ned Smiley—you’ve read 
his stuff.” 

“Gosh!” Ruby’s reaction to the thought 
of a real live author so close at hand cut 
off words for a few seconds. Then she 
asked, “Do you think he'd tell us the 
trick?” 

“Tll bet he would. He’s awfully nice!” 

“T've sent three stories to ‘By You.’ They 
never get accepted.” 

“Mine either. I’ve a hunch it’s easy—if 
you just know how!” 

As they drew near the bungalow, they 
could hear the drone of a small power saw. 
A bronzed young man, in dungarees and 
a red-and-black check shirt, stepped out 
from behind it as they rode up. 

“Hi!” he greeted them. Sola introduced 
her friend. “Sorry I can’t ask you girls in 
for tea,” he grinned. “As yet, my shack has 
no floors. I'm just sawing up the boards 
for them.” 

“Oh, that’s all right,” Sola said. “The 
place looks wonderful. I—I guess you're 
pretty busy—” 

Her voice trailed off in a sudden doubt. 
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Teen-agers visit an author— 


find out what makes a story 


by LAURA VITRAY 


Ned caught the idea, though, that she 
wanted to ask some favor. “Have a seat, 
girls,” he said gaily, motioning to a neat 
pile of lumber. 

They dropped their bicycles on a patch 
of grass and joined him on the lumber pile. 
“What can I do for you?” he asked. 

“Please tell us how to write fiction,” 
Ruby began. “We try—but we must be 
doing something wrong.” 

“H’m!” His eyes were twinkling. After 
a moment he said, “Is that all? I thought 
you were going to ask me how to build a 
shack like this. That might be easier, you 
know!” 

“Building a house looks like hard work!” 
Ruby frowned, hitching her feet up on 
a log and clasping her hands around the 
knees of her green denim pedal pushers. 

“You think writing isn’t hard work?” 

“It—it must be easy if you know the 
trick?” 

“The trick?” 

“How to make it sound right,” Sola put 
in. “How to make it read like a story.” 

“I see.” Ned Smiley seemed to be think- 
iny that one over quite seriously. “Maybe 
it is a trick,” he said at length, “though 
I'd never thought of it just that way. Do 
you girls write many stories?” 

“We often try.” 

“That's fine. What sort of blueprints do 
you use?” 

“Blueprints?” 

“Sure. You can’t build a story without 
a blueprint, any more than a house. Not 
if you want it to stand up. Tell me, what 
do you think a story is?” 

“It’'s—well, it’s (Continued on page 46) 
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“There’s no stopping Melvin’s serve after 
he’s had an energy-packed RC!” 





YES, RC MAKES YOU FEEL LIKE NEW! 





Two full glasses in the BIG bottle! 
Enjoy a frosty RC today! 








Sell Christmas Cards 


Printed with sender’s name 





Me. & Mes. John Mason 


Just showing new kind of designs to your friends and neighbors 


Everybody—friends and neighbors—even strangers— 
“fall in love” with these new, exclusive Christmas 
Card designs. And no wonder! They’re different! 
They’re brand new! They include the finest Religious, 
Humorous, Artistic and Business Christmas Cards— 
Printed, Embossed, and Die-Cut. And even with 
sender’s name printed on every one, these new kinds 
of cards |sell for only 3c each! No wonder you can 
make good money in spare time just showing them! 
Only 50 orders can bring you more than $60 in cash 
profits by our amazing uble Up Profit Plan. 


28 TOP FAVORITES 

sNO TWO ALIKE! 

Just mail the coupon and we’ll send 28 of these excit- 
ing new cards—all different—and all absolutely free. 
Along with these FREE cards, you'll receive every- 
thing else you need to make lots of quick cash for 
yourself, yeur church or your club. And we’ll show 
‘ou how you can make this extra money every week 
echt now and Christmas! The 28 beautiful 
Christmas cards you'll receive are in full color —all 
the newest and most popular designs ever created. 
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There is no charge for these 28 samples. Nothing 
to pay—now or at any other time—so let us hear 
from you right away. All you do is mail the coupon. 
By return mail we'll send the 28 Free cards; our big 
Color Catalog that shows scores of other items, and 
will includea Special Get-Acquainted GiftOffer PLUS 
the wonderful Box Assortments (on approval) that 
you can make money on at once. in’t put it off. 


GENERAL CARD CO., Dept. 2-1 
1300 W, Jackson Bivd. - Chicago 7, Illinois 


SEND NO MONEY—JUST MAIL THIS 


GENERAL CARD CO., Dept. 2-1 

1300 W. Jackson, Chicago 7, I. 

Please send me 28 Christmas Cards FREE with New 
Color Catalog and complete instructions for making a 
lot of Christmas money eee fall or spare time. 


i 
i I pay nothing for these 28 cards now or ever. Also send 
i Box Assortments on approval that I can sell for cash. 














When a skillet starts giving weather reports, 
that’s news! The shiny bright copper face 
serves a twofold purpose—gives accurate room 
temperature and adds a gay note to any wall, 
Skillet thermometer is tarnish resistant and 
guaranteed for lifetime accuracy in normal 
use. Attractively packed; $1, The Lofthouse 
Co., Box 832, Dept. AG, Binghamton, N. Y. 


This Lazy Susan has mended her ways. Trans- 
parent lids flip open, four double sections un- 
hinge for storage or refrigeration, and ball- 
bearing base spins a smooth, merry round. In 
addition, sections and lids make eight handy 
serving trays. (There’s no end to our Susan’s 
versatility. ) Chartreuse or black plastic, price 
$2.98; Carson Pirie Scott & Co., Chicago 


Take fashion in hand to make the prettiest 
pair of gardening or household gloves. All 
you need right at your fingertips in the clear 
plastic bag (creamy cotton gloves, pattern, 
needle, varicolored wools, and instructions). 
Put finished gloves in the bag, trim it with 
a gay ribbon, and you've an exciting gift. Ask 
for “Poppins” Kit, $1.95; The May Co., Denver 
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It’s not the heat, it’s the humidity. These 
shakers stay “Desert-Dri” in all kinds of 
weather; need no chemicals or rice to keep 
moisture out. Just snap plastic lids on glass 
containers when not in use. Set makes a handy 
picnic partner and just the gift for your hostess 
at the beach. $1 for set; Fern Enterprises, Dept. 
AG, 398 Fenimore Ave., Hempstead, N. Y. 





Good taste for good eating—the coolest look- 
ing salad set to air condition your summer 
dining, completely equipped with large serv- 
ing bowl, six matching individual bowls, and 
fork-and-spoon tongs that come apart for 
washing and mixing. Handy for TV snacktime, 
too. Chartreuse, black, or canyon clay plastic; 
$1.98 at Carson Pirie Scott & Co., Chicago 





East and West do meet, Mr. Kipling! This 
lovely candy dish, inspired by romantic Araby, 
pampers your American sweet tooth. Fill it 
with homemade fudge or cookies for a special 
friend’s birthday. (She'll probably refill it 
with her costume jewelry. ) Made of light metal 
in soft colors that look just right anywhere. 
$2.19; Fralinger’s, Dept. AG, Atlantic City 


Order items directly from 
addresses listed. Enclose check 


or money order. Refund guaranteed 
on all nonpersonalized items 


returned within seven days. 
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New Scientific Medication... Clearasil 


STARVES PIMPLES 


‘Whod believe / was ever 
embarrassed by PIMPLES /” 






i : ¥ a ¥ 
. one 


SKIN-COLORED.. hides pimples while it works 





Proved effective 
by doctors... 
endorsed by nurses 
in nationwide tests 





Doctors prove this new-type medica- 
tion especially for pimples really works! 
In skin specialists’ tests on 202 pa- 
tients, 9 out of every 10 cases were 
cleared up or definitely improved while 
using CLEARASIL, And when 3002 
nurses tested CLEARASIL, 91 out of every 
100 nurses reporting said they preferred 
it to any other pimple medication. 


Amazing starving action, CLEARASIL 
actually starves pimples because it helps 


Clearasil 


ilable in Canada (slightly more) 





Now also a 


remove the oils that pimples “feed” on. 
And CLEARASIL’s antiseptic action stops 
the growth of bacteria that can cause 
and spread pimples. 

Instant relief from embarrassment be- 
cause CLEARASIL is skin-colored to hide 
pimples while it helps dry them up. 
Greaseless, stainless. Pleasant to leave 
on day and night for uninterrupted 
medication. 

America’s largest-selling specific 
pimple medication...because CLEARASIL 
has helped so many young people and 
adults. CLEARASIL is GUARANTEED 
to work for you as it did in doctors’ and 
nurses’ tests or money back. Only 59¢. 
Economy size 98¢. At all druggists. 
Get CLEARASIL today, 
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breath, but she slid back to the Samson post 
and belayed the line. Holding on to the fore- 
stay she stood up, waited to get a grip on 
the deck with her bare feet, and slowly, with 
her free hand, grasped the anchor at the 
center of the shank and dropped it overboard. 
It hung catted, and thrashed about with the 
pitching of the boat. Babs crouched down 
and let out the line until she felt the kedge 
strike bottom. Thank goodness, it seemed to 
be taking some of the strain from the moor- 
ing line. She fastened it with two half hitches 
and made her way back to the cockpit. 


Cold and wet, and a little sick, she 
sat down to rest for a moment. Against the 
gray sky, she could make out the wildly sway- 
ing masts of the smaller boats farther inshore. 

Suddenly, farther out, a big black yawl 
broke loose, turned and crashed through the 
fleet. She missed the Phyllis by a boat’s 
length and went on relentlessly, sinking the 
smaller boats in her way, cracking their 
masts like matchsticks. 

Babs grabbed the horn and blew with all 
her might. But how could anyone on shore 
hear her through the roar of wind and waves? 
She waited a moment and blew again and 
again. 

She did not see the barge break loose, until 
it was bearing down on her starboard bow. 
For a few moments it looked as if it would 
clear the Phyllis, but one end swung around. 
The boom of a cargo hoist came at Babs and 
she dropped to the floor. With hands pressed 
over her ears she heard the splintering crack 
on the starboard planks. The barge, its dam- 
age done, scraped along the side and went 
on its way. 

Was that the baby crying? Somehow she 
got below to his bunk. Talking soothingly 
she turned him over on his back and changed 
his diaper. Bilge water was sloshing up over 
her feet. She took up a floor board and felt 
along the planks in a futile attempt to find 
the leak. 

When she went back to the cockpit she 
had the key to the deck plate which covered 
the bilge-pump handle. She unscrewed the 
plate and began to pump. When her arm 
grew tired, she changed to her left. In 
between times, she blew with all her strength 
on the horn. When both arms went limp and 
she could not pull another stroke, she peered 
below. The water was halfway up to the 
bunks. For a moment she lay back on the 
seat too tired to move. She knew that Carl 
could not hear her. She knew that she could 
not stop the leak. She knew that her family 
could not get to her. She was alone with 
Boots on a tossing sloop rapidly filling with 
water. 

Slowly, for her muscles ached, she rolled 
her dungarees above her knees and went 
down to him. She dressed him in a flannel 
wrapper and then put on his little life pre- 
server, lapping it over and tieing it around 
him with just his feet, arms, and head sticking 
out. It had not been so many years since she 
had worn a similar life jacket. She reached 
for the basket they used to carry him back 
and forth and laid him in it. The bulky kapok 
made it a snug fit but she tied him fast so 
that he could not fall out if she tipped the 
basket. The water was already splashing 
about her knees when she picked up the 
basket and climbed the companionway ladder. 

She wedged the basket between the wheel 
box and cockpit coaming while she unfas- 
tened the painter of the Penguin. The baby 
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Rating: Skipper (Continued from page 10) 


was awake and making soft little noises. 
Holding the painter with all the strength of 
her right arm, she picked up the basket in 
her other hand and sat on the deck amid- 
ships, waiting. The Penguin jerked and rolled, 
banging the Phyllis as she pitched. When 
both boats were poised together on the top 
of a wave, Babs half slipped, half jumped 
to the floor of the Penguin. Grasping her 
instant of suspended motion, she thrust the 
basket against the centerboard trunk and 
pushed away. The little boat heeled, shipping 
water as she turned, and Babs leaned far out 
over the windward rail to balance it till it 
was running free. 

Yawing and rolling, the Penguin ran before 
the wind. Babs crouched on the floor, work- 
ing the tiller with all her strength. She must 
keep the boat from slipping sideways into the 





SONG FOR A COUNTRY NIGHT 
by ELIZABETH-ELLEN LONG 


Night is not still, who thinks it is 

Has never heard the come and go 

Of wind in leaves, the sound of grass 
Parting to let small creatures pass, 
Has never lain awake alone 

And listened to the baritone 

Of frogs in hidden ponds, with thin 
Cricket sopranos joining in. 


Night is not still, who tries to say 

It is, has missed the moths that stray 
Abroad by dark to tap in vain 

At every lighted windowpane, 

Has let go by the velvet flight 

Of owls in air-lanes out of sight, 

And failed to chart by their shrill cries 
The course of bats through starry skies. 





trough of the waves and capsizing. Babs had 
sailed under bare poles before but never like 
this. She could hear each wave as it rushed 
up from behind and reached out for her. But 
only the spray from the crests hit her back. 
It was lighter now, and out of the corner of 
her eye she could see the dark hulks aground 
on the beach, but she dared not relax for 
even a moment to take a good look. If only 
she could weather the point and turn into 
the inner harbor! 

“Here we go, Boots,” she whispered, and 
pushed the tiller to starboard. 

Then miraculously the point was passed 
and she was headed for the calmer water 
of the harbor. The wind was on her quarter 
now. Babs sat up on the port rail as the 
Penguin heeled. The low spit of land pro- 
tected her from the waves. Ahead was the 
dock. She felt good now. The tiller responded 
to her touch. She held her course straight for 
the landing float. When only a breath away 
she shot the helm hard over and the Penguin 
spun, head to the wind. 


Strong arms reached down and lifted her 


and the baby to the float. 

“Dad! Ed! Where did you come from? I’m 
so glad you're here! The Phyllis is leaking 
bad! The barge hit her!” 

“Thank God, you're safe,” Jim Kenny said. 
“Your mother’s been frantic.” 

Carl was in his launch alongside the float. 
“Be right with you,” Mr. Kenny shouted to 
him above the wind. “Got your pump?” 





“T just got in,”-+he-explamed-te-Babs. “Carl 
was just ready to take me out to the Phyllis. 
We were worried about you.” 

He put his arm around her shoulders, 
“Good work, little skipper,” he said. “Now 
you stay here with your mother. You’ve done 
your share.” Then he jumped into the launch 
with Carl and Eddie and they sped out of the 
harbor. 

There were tears in Alice Kenny’s eyes 
as she stood with the baby in one arm, hug- 
ging her daughter with the other. She spoke 
fervently, “Thank God, you’re safe,” she said 
as earnestly as her husband had earlier, “But, 
good heavens, you’re drenched and shivering, 
Babs. Come along and get those wet clothes 
off.” And she led the way to Carl’s shop. 

The warmth of the pot-bellied stove failed 
to stop Babs’ shaking. Silly to get scared after 
the whole thing is over, she thought, as she 
peeled off the wet dungarees and pulled on 
a pair of Minnie’s. Only then did she think 
to ask, “Mom, where have you been? Why 
didn’t you come home?” 

Mrs. Kenny was rubbing her daughter’s 
hair with a towel. “We tried to, honey. We 
left Aunt Clara’s as soon as the storm started, 
but it grew worse so fast. Trees blew down 
along the roads. It was a nightmare getting 
through. Even the parkway was blocked. 
Dad got here just a little while ago and was 
persuading Carl to take him out to the 
Phyllis when we saw you and Boots come 
around the bend.” 

Minnie was fussing over the baby who 
seemed none the worse for his experience. 
“You know what your pop said when he saw 
you sailing in? ‘Look at her go! She’s a true 
salt!’ That’s what he said.” 

Babs didn’t want to talk anymore about 
it. She sat down in a rocking chair by the 
stove to rub her wet feet. Her mother took 
Boots from Minnie and sat down beside her. 
The baby was gurgling contentedly. 

“How is he?” Babs asked. “Did he get wet?” 

“Hardly at all,” Alice Kenny smiled lov- 
ingly, “you had him so well protected with 
the life jacket.” 

Minnie poured three cups of coffee. Babs 
sipped hers gingerly. She had never been 
allowed to have coffee before. Now her 
mother seemed to take for granted that she 
should drink it. They were treating her like 
a grownup! She leaned back in the rocker 
and drained the cup. It tasted bitter but it 
did make her feel warm again. She closed her 
eyes and rested. 


Iv’s letting up!” Minnie said, “Look, 
here comes the launch!” 

They all ran down to the float. It was 
broad daylight now and the wind had gone 
down. They waited anxiously while Carl and 
Eddie landed. Babs tossed Eddie a dock line. 

“Where’s Dad?” she called. “How’s the 
Phyllis?” 

Carl jumped to the float. “Jim stayed on 
board. The Phyllis is all right. The leak is 
above the waterline. Not taking in much 
water now that the seas have subsided. Got 
to get the stuff to plug the hole temporarily.” 
He hurried up to his shop. 

Eddie climbed out of the launch. “Dad 
says we'll have to have her hauled out to 
get the planks fixed properly, but she’s 
pumped dry now.” Then he turned to Babs. 
“Beautiful sailing, Sis, the best I’ve ever seen, 
man or woman. From now on, we share the 
Penguin. You can be coskipper with equal 
rights and privileges.” THE END 


JULY, 1954 
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CAN YOU BUILD 
A CAMPFIRE THAT 
WON’T SMOKE? 


Of course you can! All you 
will need is a tank of undi- 
luted hydrogen which burns 
with a pure flame. If you're 
fresh out of hydrogen, you 
can dig a deeper roast pit, 
build a better windbreak, 
burn a better log... but... 


And with it, 
the big draw- 
back to cook- 
ing outdoors 
(on picnics, 
on camping 
trips, at bar- 
becues)... the 
scorched, blackened pots, 
pans and utensils. They're 
almost impossible to clean 
...unless you've learned 
the trick of S.0.S. Magic 
Scouring Pads. 





The same S. 0. S. that cleans 
up indoors, cleans up out- 
doors, too. The soap in the 
pad takes off the smoke and 
gsoorch... 
the tough 
fibres put 
on a shin- 
ing polish. 
What's more, 
Ss. 0. S. even 
lathers in 
cold water! 








. when you are 
packing your knapsack, put 
in the real essentials...a 
few pads of S.0.S.! 


So remember.. 


The $.0.5. Company, Chicago, Illinois, U.S.A. 
$.0.5. Mfg. Co. of Canada, Ltd., Toronto, Ont. 
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Cereals Go Glamorous (Continued from page 20) 


Interestingly enough, this recipe for date 
bars made with oatmeal comes from Mexico. 
Joy Alice Hoelzer writes from Mexico City: 
“These bars last quite a while without get- 
ting stale or soggy. Every time I have served 
them, people have said how good they are.” 


OATMEAL DATE BARS 


3 cups pitted dates 
Ya cup granulated sugar 
1% cups water 


1 cup brown sugar 
2 cups oatmeal* 
1 cup butter or 
Dash of salt margarine 
2 cups flour 2 teaspoons lemon 
Ya teaspoon soda juice 
Ya teaspoon salt 


*In this country, most markets sell rolled 
oats rather than the ground meal. If you use 
rolled oats, put 2 cups through the food 
grinder, using the finest blade. 

Combine dates, sugar, water, and dash of 
salt. Cook over low heat, stirring constantly, 
until thickened (about 10 minutes). Set aside 
to cool. 

In the meantime, sift flour, measure, add 
soda and % teaspoon salt, and sift again. Com- 
bine with brown sugar, oatmeal, and butter, 
and mix thoroughly, until butter is evenly 
distributed. Place one half of this mixture in 
a greased, floured 13” x 9” pan. With hands, 
press and flatten to cover bottom of pan. Add 
lemon juice to cooled date mixture and spread 
over cereal layer in pan. Cover with the re- 
maining cereal mixture and bake in moderate 
oven (375° ) 25 to 30 minutes, or until lightly 
browned. Makes about three dozen 14” x 2” 
bars. Or cut into large squares and serve 
warm, with a scoop of ice cream, for dessert. 


Donna Kolb of Danville, Illinois, sends a 
recipe for a combination of cereals, nuts, and 
pretzels which she says is “grand for munch- 
ing, good with drinks, and can be stored in- 
definitely in covered tin cans.” Take along a 
can or two on picnics or cook-outs. Donna’s 
recipe will make about 8 quarts. 


SCRAMBLES 


2 pounds mixed salted 1 (5% oz.) package 
nuts pretzel sticks 

1 (12 oz.) package bite- 2 cups salad oil (or) 
size shredded-wheat 1 pound butter or mar- 
squares garine, melted 

1 (10% oz.) package 2 tablespoons worces- 
ready-to-eat oat tershire sauce 
cereal 1 teaspoon garlic salt 

1 (6% oz.) package bite- (optional) 
size rice squares 2 teaspoons salt 

1 (6% oz.) can curly 
pretzels 


Place nuts, cereals, and pretzels in a large 
roaster or baking pan. Combine oil or melted 
butter with seasonings and pour over mixture 
in roaster. Blend well. Cook in a very slow 
oven (250° ) stirring about every 30 minutes. 


Be careful not to crush or break cereals or 
pretzels. Cool and store in airtight containers. 


Rice is a stand-by all year round. Did you 
know that in some ancient languages the 
name of this age-old, inexpensive staple is 
symbolic of a supply of food, just as “bread” 
is to us? Whether we buy regular uncooked 
rice or the precooked or converted types, this 
versatile cereal can be used in dozens of 
ways, from main dishes to dessert. 


Our next recipe is for a rice-and-shrimp 
entree which is practically a one-dish meal, 
and therefore a natural around which to plan 
an outdoor menu. With a vegetable salad 
and, for dessert, fruit from a well-filled bowl, 
with an assortment of cheeses, you have an 
outdoor meal that is different and easy to 
fix. If you want a richer dessert, you could 
have the oatmeal date bars. It is a good plan 
to make two small casseroles rather than one 
large one. This way, one can be kept warm 
for the seconds everyone is sure to want. 


SHRIMP JAMBALAYA 


Ya teaspoon salt 
Y% teaspoon red 
pepper 
Y% teaspoon marjoram 
1% tablespoons worces- 
tershire sauce 


3 cups cooked rice 

2 tablespoons butter 
or margarine 

1 tablespoon flour 

24 cup chopped onions 

I clove garlic, minced 
fine (optional) 1% pounds cooked 

1% cups canned toma- shrimp 

toes 1% cups tomato juice 

% cup water Y% cup grated cheese 

1 green pepper, 2 tablespoons chopped 
chopped fine parsley 


Cook rice according to package directions, 
using % cup of regular uncooked rice. 

Melt butter in skillet, stir in flour and 
blend. Add onions and cook until tender. Add 
garlic, tomatoes, water, green pepper, and 
seasonings. Cook until pepper is tender, stir- 
ring occasionally. Add rice, shrimp, and to- 
mato juice, and blend. Pour into greased 
casserole, arranging some of the shrimp in a 
ring on top. Sprinkle with the cheese and 
parsley, cover, and bake in moderate oven 
(350°) 15 minutes. Remove cover and cook 
15 minutes longer. Serves 4 to 6. 


A rice ring is attractive and easy to make. 
Just press the hot, cooked rice firmly into a 
buttered ring mold, then unmold on a plat- 
ter. Fill the center with creamed chicken or 
fish; with a meat stew; with buttered or 
creamed vegetables. A sweet rice ring makes 
a delicious dessert, pretty enough for a party. 


SWEET RICE RING 


3 cups hot, cooked rice Ye cup sugar 


1 cup cream 


Combine rice and sugar. Chill. Whip cream 





November Recipe Exchange 


Subject: Recipes Using Chocolate 

Each month we will announce in the magazine the 
kind of cookery for which we wish recipes. The 
recipe you send in MUST be one that you have used 
successfully. For every recipe printed in the maga- 
zine, THE AMERICAN GIRL will pay $1.00. 

We should also like to receive letters telling 
how and why you have found your recipe espe- 
cially helpful or valuable. 


FOLLOW THESE RULES CAREFULLY 


1. Recipe and letters must be typewritten or neatly 
printed in ink. 

2. Recipes and letters must be on separate sheets. 
Recipes must be written on one side of paper only. 


Date Due: July 20, 1954 
3. In the upper right-hand corner of the recipe 
sheet, give your name, address, age, and the source 
of your recipe. 
4. List ingredients in the order of use in the recipe, 


-and give level measurements. If any special tech- 


niques are involved, describe them fully. 

5. All recipes submitted become the property of 
THE AMERICAN GIRL Magazine and cannot be 
acknowledged or returned. If your recipe is pub- 
lished in the magazine, you will receive a check 
for $1.00. Decisions of the judge are final. 

6. Address all entries to Cooking Editor, AMERICAN 
GIRL Magazine, 155 East 44th Street, New York 17, 
New York. 


JULY, 1954 
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and fold in the chilled rice. Press firmly into 
a buttered ring mold or use individual molds. 
To unmold, run a knife around the edge of 
the mold. Place the bottom of the mold in 
hot water for a few seconds. Lay a plate or 
platter over mold and invert plate and mold 
together. Fill the ring with sweetened fruit 
of your choice. 


A recipe for cookies from Carole Kriss of 
Simsbury, Connecticut, illustrates the way 
cereals have moved into the dessert and snack 
class. 


CORN FLAKE COOKIES 


1% cups crushed corn 2 eggs 
flakes V3 cup sugar 
1 teaspoon baking 34 cup chopped nuts 
powder % cup chopped dates 


Dash of salt or raisins 


Y4 teaspoons vanilla 


Combine corn flakes, baking powder, and 
salt. Beat eggs until light and foamy. Add 
sugar gradually, blending well. Stir in cereal 
mixture, nuts, dates, and vanilla. Drop from 
tip of teaspoon on a greased cooky sheet or 
flat baking pan, keeping the small mounds 
about 2 inches apart. Bake 10 to 12 minutes 
in moderate oven (350° ). Remove from bak- 
ing sheet immediately and cool on wire rack. 


A versatile recipe comes from Janeen 
Campbell of Lamont, Iowa. The crunch can 


be served as candy, or crumbled for a crisp, 
rich topping over ice cream or other desserts. 


CHOCOLATE CRUNCH 


1 (7 oz.) package semi- 2 cups bran or corn 
sweet chocolate pieces flakes 
Y% cup chopped nuts or shredded coconut 


Melt chocolate over boiling water. Add 
cereals and nuts or coconut. Drop by spoon- 
fuls on lightly buttered cooky sheet and set 
in a cool place until firm. To use as a topping, 
spread the mixture on the cooky sheet instead 
of dropping from spoon. When it is firm, 
crumble coarsely. THE END 





WHAT IS YOUR 

FAVORITE CHOCOLATE RECIPE? 
In the November issue the “Exchange” will 
feature recipes in which chocolate is the 
main ingredient. Chocolate in any form is 
the flavor favorite everywhere, and we are 
looking forward to many excellent recipes 
from American Girl readers. If your recipe 
is printed, the magazine will pay you one 
dollar. 

Remember that the recipe you send in 
must be one which you, yourself, have used 
successfully. Be sure to read the rules on 
page 28 very carefully before mailing your 
recipe. 














Remembered Island (Continued from page 9) 


The stranger looked around, then made his 
way directly to them. Rhoda suddenly re- 
membered that the same man had boarded 
her train out of Chicago. She remembered 
his close-cropped mustache, the air of big-city 
stylishness about him. Mostly, she remem- 
bered him as the man who carried a copy of 
“Indigo Afternoons” tucked under one arm. 
He still had the book in one hand, a leather 
suitcase in the other. 

He asked in a friendly tone, “Do you girls 
know where I could find a taxi to take me 
out to Half-Moon Island?” 

Nicky, her curiosity undisguised, said, 
“You're going to visit that author, huh?” 

The man smiled. “Yes, I'm his publisher. 
Russell Preston is the name.” 

“Nicky Plum,” Nicky introduced herself. 
“This is Rhoda Brown. She’s got seven cop- 
ies of Nash’s book to be autographed. Maybe 
you could...” 

The roar of a car blasted across the plat- 
form, covering Rhoda’s embarrassment and 
confusion. Nicky didn’t realize that she, Rho- 
da, wanted to get those autographs herself— 
that she had to meet Nash. 

A young man crawled out from behind the 
steering wheel of the car that had clattered 
to a stop at the platform’s edge. He loped 
toward them, the rising sun gleaming on the 
silver-blond glisten of his cropped hair. Rho- 
da did not need Nicky’s cry of “It’s Peter!” 
to tell her who the youth was. Peter hadn’t 
changed at all except to grow into a lean 
giant. Otherwise he looked just the same— 
shy, a little awkward, his almost square face 
grimly serious. 

He said, going straight to Rhoda, “Sorry 
I'm late. Flat tire.” His gaze clung to her. 
“Gee, you look great!” 

“You look great yourself,” she responded. 
His direct, admiring gaze made her cheeks 
burn at the same time that she turned half- 
consciously and from old habit, looking for 
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the slender figure that would never be wait- 
ing for her again. 

She was grateful that the noise of the car 
made conversation impossible as they drove 
toward Idlewild, Nicky and Russell Preston 
stowed in the back seat. Even when they 
reached the big yellow farmhouse where the 
Plums lived, she didn’t have to try to talk to 
Peter for he gallantly offered to carry Nicky’s 
bundles up to the house. 

“By!” Nicky said. “Get in touch with me 
when you're ready to go—you know where!” 

Left alone with Preston, Rhoda realized 
that here was an opportunity to find out more 
about Will Nash. But how to begin? She 
hated to seem to pry but there was no other 
way. She turned to Preston who sat, relaxed, 
in the back seat. 

“It must be wonderful,” she said brightly, 
“to have published such a popular book as 
‘Indigo Afternoons’.” 

He smiled. “It’s nice. But it has its draw- 
backs. The public is already demanding an- 
other book from Nash, and Nash isn’t pro- 
ducing. That’s why I’m here, to light a fire 
under him. Then I'll leave him sweating over 
his typewriter and go catch some of those 
big Indigo fish he mentioned in his book.” 

“Maybe book writing doesn’t come easily 
for him.” She added daringly, “He isn’t real- 
ly a writer, is he?” 

“He’s been a reporter all his life. Foreign 
correspondent. Nothing spectacular. Then, 
wham—‘Indigo Afternoons.’ Sheer poetry.” 

Rhoda turned away, unaccountably heart- 
sick. The blue glimmer of Indigo in the dis- 
tance showed vividly through a gap in the 
pines that lined the bluff. In winter when the 
lake is frozen, the air bubbles caught in the 
ice are like suspended pearls. Was it Ken who 
had written that in a letter to her, or were 
the words from Will Nash’s book? 

“T used to know a boy who wanted to write 
a book,” she said. “He was killed in the war.” 
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Your skin feels soft and 


smooth as a rose petal 


Simple two-way treatment helps 
blemished skin. Suddenly your 
skin looks like a little girl’s. Gone 
are hateful blackheads, pimples, 
oily shine, flaky dryness. That’s 
your thrilling reward for making 
Cuticura Soap and Ointment 
your daily routine . . . How does 
Cuticura work such wonders? 
Cuticura Soap is superfatted, the 
mildest, best kind of complexion 
soap. It preserves the natural 
moisture as it cleanses. And 
Cuticura Ointment softens, 
gently stimulates, visibly im- 
proves your skin as it helps clear 
up externally caused blemishes. 
Millions of women thank world- 
known Cuticura for their exqui- 
site skin—why don’t you try 
Cuticura! 
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Get Cuticura Soap and Ointment 


—at drug counters everywhere! 











What a wonderfully, new idea! 


MAP HANKIE 
by Franshaw 


There's one for your state! 

* 48 States, Canada, Alaska, Hawaii, Cuba authen- 
tically reproduced in glorious color. 

* The perfect handkerchief for a collection, gift 
or greeting. 

* Printed on dainty sheer batiste with smart em- 
broidered edge. A real “conversation” piece. 
Retails about 50c. 


Available at leading handkerchief 
counters or write: 





240 Madison Ave., N. Y. C. 
Illustration less than 
¥ actual size 
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from your graduation portrait 
(or other photograph or snapshot) 
Lovely pictures of you— for friends, 
classmates, relatives— for attaching 
to your college or other applications 
—at a price that makes it easy to 
give or exchange as many as you 
please. Convenient wallet size — 
2%" x3". Double-weight portrait 
paper, finest satin finish, for rich, 
long lasting beauty. 
Mail Money-Back Coupon Now For 20 
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Friendship Photosfrom one pose, just for $2 
mail finished graduation picture or from 
glossy print with a dollar enclosed. On pose 
Minimum order, $1. POSTPAID 
FRIENDSHIP PHOTOS, i 
Box 22-B, Quincy 69, Mass. | 
Please send me......... Friendship Photos. | 


I enclose ¢........ and graduation picture which | 
you will return unharmed. My money back if I’m 
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“Tm sorry,” Preston said quickly. “Do you 
have anything of his that I might see? We're 
bringing out an anthology of work by sol- 
diers.” 

“No,” she said, looking down at her hands. 
“That’s the trouble. I don’t have anything 
to show to prove...” 

“To prove that he was as talented as you 
probably believe?” 

“Yes—I mean, no. I know that he was tal- 
ented.” The temptation was strong to blurt 
out just what she did think. But how could 
she say to Russell Preston, “I don’t believe 
Will Nash wrote ‘Indigo Afternoons’! I think 
he stole it, somehow, from Kenneth Lee!” 

Peter returned with a gay, “Here’s your 
chauffeur,” and once again they were careen- 
ing along Lake Road. She closed her eyes 
against the familiar, haunting landmarks, 
every one holding its memories of Ken. It 
was harder, coming back to Indigo, than 
she had thought it would be. 

They whirled past the Strasser resort and 
came to a stop in front of her grandmother's 
rambling, white house with its fat pillars and 
the odd-looking upper corner, now boarded 
over, where the fire had been. 

Rhoda jumped lightly out of the car. 
“Just leave my luggage, Peter, while you 
take Mr. Preston over to the island. Right 
now I have to go in and hug Mayhew.” 

Preston said, “I'll telephone you whenever 
Nash has a free second for those autographs; 
Miss Brown.” 

“Thank you.” Rhoda turned and ran 
toward the house. 

She had just put a hand on the doorknob 
when the door was flung open and she was 
folded in Mayhew’s large embrace. “Oh, it’s 
so wonderful to be back, Miss May,” Rhoda 
choked, unconsciously using Ken’s old term. 





Tears stung her eyes. “I’m tired, I guess.” 

Mayhew patted her shoulder. “Cry all you 
want, sweet. It’s all right. I understand.” 

“I don’t want to cry!” Rhoda protested, 
wiping her hand across her eyes in an im- 
patient gesture. “But it’s so beautiful here— 
I just can’t believe he’s gone, that he won't 
be back!” 

“It’s hard, forgetting,” said Mayhew, 
while Rhoda noted with loving remembrance 
the kindly, long-jawed face, the bristly, 
graying eyebrows. “Sometimes I think, Rho- 
da, that the only true love is the first one, 
At least it’s the one that hurts the most when 
it goes.” 

Rhoda got out her handkerchief. “Just 
give me a minute, Mayhew, and I promise I 
won't drip any more tears.” 

She walked into the living room. It was 
cowardly of her to have looked away from 
Half-Moon Island as they drove up. She must 
look at it. She must face everything that 
would have to be faced now that she had 
come back. If you didn’t face things, people 
called you morbid. Ken would have hated 
anything morbid. 

She pulled back the heavy curtains on 
the big bay window. Directly before her 
gaze, across a wide expanse of water, lay 
Half-Moon, a shaggy, hazy crescent. As she 
gazed at it, her heart pounding painfully, 
the Lee house emerged from the tangle of 
cedar and tamarack and pine. It was old 
and gray, its weathered logs blending in with 
the gray of scrubby jackpine immediately 
behind it. How little and lonely Half-Moon 
seemed — little and lonely and forgotten. A 
loon cried out of the wind-whispering silence. 
The sound was like a noose drawn slowly 
ad surely about her throat. 

(To be continued ) 





Books (Continued from page 4) 


light streamed through stained windows... 
interlacing branches of coral-formed gothic 
arches against the rippled ceiling of the sur- 
face . . . and purple sea fans waved slowly 
to the rhythms of the surf.” Thus Jane Crile 
describes her first descent into the sea. She 
and her doctor husband became interested in 
deep-sea diving when he was an intern, and 
they made their first homemade diving hood 
and tried it out in the waters around Key 
West, Florida. Now they and all four of their 
children—ranging, at the end of the book, 
from eight to precollege teens—are among 
the most experienced, knowledgeable ama- 
teur divers. They have tried skin diving in 
the oceans of two hemispheres, tested all sorts 
of diving equinment and developed under- 
water skills thar have made them as much at 
home in the sea as on land. This account of 
the adventures of their diving holidays is 
written with humor, poetry, and a great love 
of the sea and illustrated with their own won- 


derful underwater photographs. 
Fa CINDA. By Janet Lambert. E. P. 
Dutton and Company, $2.75. The 
Hollisters — warmhearted, impulsive, four- 
teen-year-old Cinda; her three brothers, one 
younger, two older; her proper, precise 
younger sister—get on well with each other 
and with their parents and the whole family 
has fun together. The Hollisters are indepen- 
dent youngsters, who can make their own 
decisions and hold their own in the give-and- 
take of family life. Cinda, quick to see an- 
other’s difficulty, can never resist mixing in 
with a helping hand. When her fourth cousin, 





beautiful, unhappy Paula, comes for a visit, 
Cinda just has to try to set things straight 
for her, even though Cinda sometimes feels 
she has a bear by the tail. Fatherless Paula 
has been brought up by three doting women, 
who shield her and spoil her and plan her 
life for her. Then, without consulting her 
wishes, her mother marries again and is now 
on a honeymoon in Europe. Paula is shocked, 
resentful, and jealous. She feels abandoned 
by her mother, unwanted by her stepfather, 
and resolves to nurse her angry misery until 
her mother, stepfather, grandmother, and 
aunt are hurt in turn by her rebellious un- 
happiness. But she finds it difficult to hold 
out for a whole summer at the beach, rub- 
bing shoulders with the Hollister brand of 
family love and understanding. The oldest 
boy Warren, though he thinks she is a “drip,” 
is kind to her. Lindsey, the second son, is 
frankly in love with her and doesn’t care 
who knows it; and there is loving, resourceful 
Cinda, set on Paula’s complete transforma- 
tion. Cinda is a level-headed and refreshing 
heroine. She isn’t yearning to be older or rush 
into dates with college boys but is content 
to enjoy the pleasures of being fourteen. Be- 
fore the end of summer she rejoices in the 


_ happy outcome of all her plans for Paula. 


THE END 





You may order books reviewed on these pages 
from the book publishers, in care of the 
magazine. Please make checks or money or- 
ders payable to the book publisher, not to 
THE AMERICAN GIRL. 
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WITH WEW—NOVEL — DIFFERENT 
CHRISTMAS and ALL OCCASION 
GREETING CARD ASSORTMENTS, 
‘* HOME and GIFT ITEMS 
















C. L. EVANS, who has helped 
thousands of girls make extra 
money in spare time, says: 
“My wonderful new plan helps 
you meet new friends and con- 
tacts — enjoy happy money- 
making days. Absolutely no 
experience is needed."’ 


NOW Have Spending Money For 
New Clothes, Vacation, School, Trips 





New 21-Card Feature 
Christmas Assortment with 
enchanting ribbons, foils, 

movable features 


NAME IMPRINTED 
CHRISTMAS CARDS 


only 3f = 


Here’s all you do—just take easy orders from friends, neighbors, 
schoolmates, local groups. Amazing values. Folks gladly buy from 


New 3-Dimensional 


Assortmer* of sparkling ‘Stand-up’ i 96 ! ® 4 ! 
Cae up you on sight. It’s fun! It’s profitable! 





Sensational New ‘Lifelike’ Cards 
Show unusual Christmas cards with matching print-lined envelopes. 
Fascinating ‘jet propelled’, white, dark, velvet, tree ornament, religious 
assortments. Gorgeous Birthday, Get Well cards with happy sentiments. 
Personal gold stamped items. Exquisite scented stationery. Cute sewing 
and household aids. Gift ribbons. Animated books, games, magic and 
painting sets. Individual “Giant Value” greeting cards. 


Profits to 120% for Yourself 
or Group — Plus Big Extra Cash Bonus 
niiekr eee oat Early starters make the most money. New Party and Organization Plans 


colorful Christmas Gift Wrappings ; © . x . 4 
oe ee ae te help you build up your bank account, your club or church treasury 











Start a Greeting Card and Gift Shop 
at Home After School Hours 


Friendly social calls bring you fast sales. Make easy cash afternoons, 








7 evenings, lunch hours, any time. Even beginners succeed. Special Offers. 
- 
: i 
a ye! “I Sold $33 Worth 
el fi - in Just 5/2 Hours” 
a ' , = —says Elaine Atchley, of Tyler, Texas. 
‘i ir! 
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io z= Write for Samples 
eucteche Just rush name and address today for FREE TRIAL approval outfit 
New Type “Sound New $1.00 up Personal Pencils of everything you need to make easy money fast. ACT NOW! 
and Action’ Corietmas Name Imprinted with Name 
Card Assortment Stationery Imprinted in GOLD! 
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SAUTEE, GEORGIA: Your Daily Bread in the 
May issue of THE AMERICAN Gir has made 
me think. I am a Girl Scout, and I hope that 
our troop can do something to make the girls 
feel like one of us. 
Please try to get some stories about Brazil. 
I hope to go to Brazil as a medical missionary 
so of course I am interested in it. 
LinpA WALTER (age 14) 


DECATUR, ALABAMA: The May cover was cute 
as could be. And Cargo for Jennifer is getting 
very exciting. Speaking of Movies is one of 
my favorites, too. I really did enjoy Boys— 
and Girls?—on Capitol Hill because I was a 
page for two weeks this summer at our capi- 
tol. I was the only girl page while I was there. 

Caro. WootEN (age 12) 


OLYMPIA, WASHINGTON: Does this letter look 
familiar? 

“T really enjoyed Tribute to Tim and Grow- 
ing Up in your May issue. Teen-Ager . . . 
Australian Style was especially interesting. 
Cargo for Jennifer was an exciting story. I 
love your By You department and your covers 
are always tops.” 

It doesn’t make very interesting reading, 
does it? But this sort of letter fills A Penny 
for Your Thoughts every issue. 

How about more letters like the one Joanie 
Gatten wrote for the May issue in connection 
with There’s Fur in our Family! describing 
her own experiences with Siamese cats. Or 
like the letters received from girls in other 
countries telling a little about their lives and 
experiences. Or like the letter from Elaine 
Otis in which she explained the special mean- 
ing each story had to her. 

If we could have more letters like these 
and less of the type at the first of my letter, 
A Penny for Your Thoughts would not only 
be more interesting but would become a bet- 
ter place for girls of every State and nation 
to really share their thoughts. 

Caro. Burns (age 15) 


NORTH HARROW, ENGLAND: [ have just re- 
ceived my third copy of THE AMERICAN GIRL. 
It really is a wonderful magazine and I am 
thrilled with it. My pen friend, Diane McCul- 
loch of El Monte, California, has sent me a 
year’s subscription. Diane is really a friend 
of mine as I met her when I visited my sister 
in El Monte five years ago. Your magazine 
brings back happy memories of my visit to 
the U.S.A. 

I attend a grammar school in Harrow, 
which is two miles from my house. There are 
fifty-five girls in the school. I take English, 
French, Latin, German, mathematics, history, 
geography, science, art, and singing. We also 
learn gymnastics, lacrosse, netball, tennis, 
and rounders. 
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My hobbies are stamp collecting, photogra- 
phy, music, and collecting pen friends. I have 
thirteen pen friends from many parts of the 
world. Having so many pen friends I am 
naturally interested in other countries. Could 
you please issue some travel articles? I’m 
sure many readers will enjey them. 

ANN F. FILer (age 14) 


SAULT SAINTE MARIE, MICHIGAN: I think 
your May cover was the best yet. We have 
an orangish cat that looked just like the cover 
cat when it was small. 

Dear Good-Grooming Editor is very help- 
ful. I enjoyed Little Red Schoolhouse very 
much as I plan to be a teacher for young 
children. You ought to have more articles 
like that. By You is one of your best depart- 
ments. Your Daily Bread gave me something 
to think about even if I’m not a Girl Scout; 
but I used to be in Camp Fire Girls. 

I think your magazine is wonderful. It has 
helped me and many other girls, so I judge 
from A Penny for Your Thoughts, on the long 
trail of growing up. All I ask is—keep it up! 

Katuie Howe (age 12) 


HARTFORD, KANSAS: I sure do enjoy your 
magazine. I especially like your fiction stories 
and the By You section, also the styles and 
A Penny for Your Thoughts. 

I really enjoy reading Cargo for Jennifer, 
also, Growing Up, Tribute to Tim, and Teen- 
Ager... Australian Style was a good article. 
That way we Americans can tell how other 
teen-agers in foreign countries live. 

HELEN O’Marra (age 15) 


KIEL, GERMANY: Your magazine is wonder- 
ful, indeed. Here in Germany, we haven't 
such magazines for girls. Therefore, I always 
wait for the next issue. I am fourteen years 
old and attend the Klaus Groth Grammar 
School at Kiel, where we learn—besides other 
subjects—the English language since four 
years, and the French language since two 
years. I am a reader of THE AMERICAN GIRL 
since July, 1953. I thank my American pen 
friend Judy Riebli in Randle, Washington, 
who has sent me a year’s subscription, and 
you so much for this magazine. 

INGELOTTE BATTGER (age 14) 


PLUMMER, IDAHO: I enjoy your magazine 
very much. I am taking it to school and all 


those in my class (twenty-seven boys and. 


girls) enjoy Cargo for Jennifer very much. 
I enjoyed Tribute to Tim especially. 

I am in the seventh grade at Plummer 
School. Plummer is a very small town (one 
mile square ). 

My sister, who is seventeen, enjoys the 
stories also. : 

VirciniA BEALs (age 12) 





GRANHULLA, FINLAND: I have got Tue 
AMERICAN Girt Magazine by my pen friend 
in America. I like the magazine very much, 
and I am very glad to have it. We do not 
have any magazine like this in Finland. 

I like By You and A Penny for Your 
Thoughts very much. I also like the short 
stories, but, of course, I don’t understand all. 
I must have a dictionary. Christmas Star was 
a very fine short story. It’s very funny to 
look at the dresses, shirts, blouses, and so on. 
I enjoy reading All Over the Map, too. 

I have lent THE AMERICAN GIRL to all the 
girls in my class, and they are all very fond 
of it. 

I hope you will understand my English 
and excuse all my faults. 

Kristina Borc ( age 16) 


WILLMAR, MINNESOTA: I enjoy THE AMERI- 
cAN Gir a lot. I like A Penny for Your 
Thoughts best of all. Cargo for Jennifer is 
wonderful. I also like the fashions. I like the 
cover on the May magazine a lot. 

I have been sick in bed ever since August, 
and I am very happy when THE AMERICAN 
Girv arrives. 

Mary E. ANDERSON ( age 12) 


NALMO, SWEDEN: It is the second year THE 
AMERICAN Gir- is sent to me from my pen 
friend Penny Smith. It is really marvelous. I 
like all your stories. Cargo for Jennifer is ex- 
cellent, one of the best stories I ever read. 
Your fashions are delightful and your covers 
are very beautiful. Many greetings from a 
Swedish girl. 

INGRID CHRISTIANSSON (age 17) 


MARION, KENTUCKY: I like your magazine a 
lot. I like the By You section and A Penny 
for Your Thoughts. I think Cargo for Jennifer 
is very good. 

The beauty tips have helped me a lot. 

I think Girl Scouts are very lucky to have 
a magazine like this. 

ANNE CLEMENT (age 13) 


PITTSBURGH, PENNSYLVANIA: | am a bit late 
in thanking you for some of your articles. 
Eldest Daughter made my heart feel good. I 
have two younger sisters so I know just exact- 
ly how Sally felt. I always read A Penny for 
Your Thoughts. I particularly like this sec- 
tion because so many of the letters are from 
out of the United States, and through them 
I learn the ways of girls from different coun- 
tries. I also think that There’s Fur In Our 
Family was delightful. I do not have any pets 
but I love all kinds of animals. My favorite 
subject is reading, and I want to be either a 
writer, a children’s librarian, or a teacher. 
Your Daily Bread is something special. I 
would like to meet some of these migrant 
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children that help harvest our food. in the morning sun from a height nearby. 
I am not an Intermediate Scout but a nine- Yet Mount Fuji is covered with snow. 
year-old Brownie that will fly up in June. My Axte Sacara (age 16) 
mother was an Intermediate Scout leader be- 
fore my newest sister arrived in December. SAG HARBOR, NEW YORK: I was especially 
I love all parts of Scouting including camp _ interested in Little Red Schoolhouse since I 
and your magazine. I hope I am a good Scout. would like to teach. I wish you would have 
JuprrH Louise Strasser (age 9) more stories on vocations. Also, Cargo for 
Jennifer is keeping me in suspense, and I 
DETROIT, MICHIGAN: Your May cover was can’t wait for the next part to see what hap- 
just dandy! I love cats of all sizes, kinds, and _ pens. MARGARET WEBBER (age 14) 
colors. How about some more about them? 
I have been getting THE AMERICAN Girt MONTREAL, CANADA: Growing Up was aw- | 
for more than a year, and I enjoy all the issues fully good, I thought. Tribute to Tim was | 
a lot. My favorite departments are A Penny _ rather dull, but Cargo for Jennifer keeps you 
for Your Thoughts, Books, and the Jokes. I _ thrilled to the last word! I can hardly wait for 
enjoy your fashions and beauty tips immense- my June issue to see how it ends. I loved 
ly, and get a lot of ideas from them. your article, Little Red Schoolhouse; it “Pe 
[HE Instead of articles on how to lose weight, seemed just meant for me, for I plan to be y 
end let's have one on how to gain it! Thanks for a teacher. How about more career stories? 
ich, a wonderful magazine! Pamper Your Nylons was very helpful, as | 
not KarEN Larson (age 13) mine always seem to have runs in them! I | c 
like By You, A Penny for Your Thoughts, o 
‘our TURRIFF, SCOTLAND: I would like to congratu- Speaking of Movies, and Jokes the best of all = 
hort late you on producing such a marvelous maga- your regular things. ANNE Becor (age 12) | . 
all. zine as THE AMERICAN Gir. The stories are eo —- # <c 
was absolutely smashing! I made a date cake HAIFA, ISRAEL: I’m learning in the first class eo eo & | 
; to and banana-nut cake from your recipes, and of the high school. I get up in the morning = = ' } © = 
on. all my friends now want to make them. at seven o'clock. After eating breakfast I go —= s r > 
I am sixteen years old, but I still attend to school. Our school begins at seven forty- Sst ee aA j ,- 
the Turriff Academy High School. I hope some _ five. I am going back home at one o'clock. | 4 =c« 8 Ys 
ae ae > sad (alae - Cs = 
ond day in the near future to visit your great I’m eating lunch and do my homework, | a = So Settee 2 
country. Thanks again for producing such a which takes two or three hours. At five, | ww & B= 5 3s 
slish topping magazine. Best of luck from Scotland. _ I’ve had “five o’clock tea,” and then I’m free .~c - © 
Berry Smiru (age 16) for reading or going to friends. We dress in @ @ so = A 
16) the school uniform at school. In summer, en) a ré 
WHITE PLAINS, NEW YORK: Julia Collier’s it is a light-blue dress with white belt, and | =x i ‘ = < 
ERI- Growing Up in the May issue was the best in winter it is a dark-blue sweater with a | ses > oS 
Your story yet in your magazine! I liked the illus- gray skirt. Girls here don’t wear any make-up 3 = ~ a 
or is tration, too. until seventeen or eighteen. On week ends in s < s Ss aettber > = 
- the I enjoyed your article Boys—and Girls?— the summer, I go to the beach and in the a oats * = os 
on Capitol Hill very much. I think girls should winter I go to a mountain near our town, css Ss = 
gust, have a chance as pages. It would be a won- Mount Carmel. My movie day is Tuesday, — ‘co ou - ° 
[CAN derful experience. the day I don’t have much homework. aw ”*® e S 
.* VircInia SAUTTER (age 14) We have Girl Scouts, too, and I often won- re = a“ 2 
? 12) der why you never write about them. The e@ @ m4 s = 
MONTREAL, CANADA: I simply love your se- boys and girls here are very interested in . = : = 
THE tial, Cargo for Jennifer. I just can’t wait for American teen-agers. a a! 
pen the June issue to see what happens. In the Nii BROMBERGER (age 14) e = c 
us. I May issue I loved Growing Up. It was really == ss 
ae terrific. All my girl friends get THE AMERICAN ELMHURST, NEW YORK: In your March issue =o “~ <? — = 
read. Gm and love it. I love reading A Penny for 1 loved There’s Fur in Our Family! My whole 5S 68 = low) = 
vers Your Thoughts and the first page I always family loved it, too. Maud and Michael are = cs 2 & => 
m turn to is Jokes. like my cat. Eldest Daughter was very heart- ~— = = a 
5 Jane MacFarLane (age 13) warming. In the April issue I loved Cheat- = = 
e 17) ers Cheated. “To Balance the Scale...” was a uw 
McMINNVILLE, OREGON: I’ve just finished Wonderful. Out of a Bandbox was very help- 
nt reading your article Your Daily Bread in the ful. In all your issues I love By You. Cargo e°@ 
_ May issue of your magazine. I think that for Jennifer is tops. 
mes some of the girls in other parts of the country _— In my Girl Scout troop we're always cea Se eS Oe mere 
* don’t realize that here in Oregon it isn’t just 8 —e ge rey ene Ww a ph | ie ss 7? n 
have the migrants that harvest the crops. All the wonderful. UTH \sRUNEWEIG (468 42 ~~ 538 : 
: high schoolers and sometimes their parents . = S ' 
e 13) and younger sisters and brothers pick beans, EDINBURGH, SCOTLAND: I very much agree | : = * 23 ' 
| strawberries, blackcaps, cherries, and nuts With a letter written in an earlier issue of | 4 gy 2 o2 w w 4 
late to earn money for clothes and school. your magazine about not limiting it to Ameri- : S 2 3 € = <1 
des: I am an avid fan of your magazine, having C2? girls. Bs ee yor te a iz i 2s 33 " 13 
‘od. I taken it for over two years, and I enjoy every- Rochester, New York sent a subscription for : z 2 a 2 ' 
ail thing. My interests are dramatics, swimming, ™€- _ <n ‘ i & ‘ 
a 4H, and people. I think that one of your I think your magazine is wonderful and it ' £ * Z a | 
y for best features is your By You section. is passed around to all the girls in my class. : + ig . Q re) : 
: saul Katuy Dotan (age 14) We all enjoy the stories, and we're ong : uw 2 «2 ‘] ' 
them know more about the — a of liv- is § =S ; 
cout TOKYO, JAPAN: I am a Japanese girl. Though '"8- I yay | = - -~ 1 the he Fo ; v4 io = 2 ' 
. Our llive in Japan, I am a reader of your maga- S om oes . P, p ON beg hich ae bc r ts 3 C] e 1 
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Clear Up Pimples 
Or Your Money Back! 


Convince yourself with 
this try-it-free offer! 


1. Buy full-size tube of Wunder-skin 
for ONLY 59¢. 

2. You get trial-size tube FREE. 

3. Use trial size. If not completely 
satisfied, return full-size tube for 
full purchase price refund. 








FLESH-COLOR 


to conceal as 
it helps heal! 





romrn 
. 
= tor futt purchase oF anonony 


r-skin 


rack application © ee 






coy OR, REFUND o 

@" Guaranteed by > 
Housekeeping 

+0 SY 


245 apvennisto WHS 
















G tion for exte 
- BL 












Ends embarrassment instantly! In just 30 seconds, easy-to-use 
Wunder-skin does its beauty work, blending its flesh tone with 
your skin tone. Conceals pimples, blemishes, blackheads as it 
helps heal . . . beautifies as it medicates. 


Skin specialists prescribe for acne the very ingredients contained 
in Wunder-skin . . . to help free pores of excess oils, “dry up” 
pimples and refine skin texture. Only Wunder-skin contains new 
cleansing antiseptic Derma-sep to discourage skin bacteria that 
can cause and spread pimples. 


Wunder-skin won’t cake, crack or rub off. Greaseless, stainless. 
At all drug counters. 


40 Thousand Tests With This Medication 
Make This FREE TRIAL OFFER Possible! 


Wander-skin 


ANOTHER FINE PUREPAC PRODUCT 


| FREE TRIAL OFFER / 








Sun on Your Crown 
(Continued from page 19) 


sides and up off the neck, too. To keep the 
pony tail from drooping, draw it up high 
behind the ears and fasten securely with a 
special “clincher” or colorful ribbon near the 
top of the head. This gives it a graceful sweep. 
You can make your pony tail particularly at- 
tractive by fixing up a ring of posies with arti- 
ficial flowers and wire; once your “tail” is 
made, you simply encircle it with your posies, 
A few drops of perfume in your flowers will 
add glamour! 

For the very-long-haired crowd, a “queue” 
is bewitching and simple. The hair is swept 
back cleanly to form one long pigtail which 
hangs down the middle of the back. The 
sides are sleeked close to the head and the 
hair is kept in place with two side combs. 

If you’ve an exciting party planned for the 
evening, don’t forsake a daily swim for an 
elegant hairdo later on. You can have them 
both. Simply set your hair the moment you 
take off your swimming cap. A smooth page 
boy topping a billowy skirt is pretty to see 
on a summer evening, and is pie-easy to set. 
Comb the hair into three sections—one large 
back section and two small side ones. Make 
about five large pin curls all rolling in the 
same direction across the back section. The 
two side sections should be curled toward 
your face. You’ve finished your set! Now you 
can cover it with a “Capri cap”—a clip-on 
scarf cap made of bright cotton which is 
light enough to allow the sun’s warmth in to 
dry your hair, yet strong enough to protect 
your hair and head from the direct glare 
of a blazing sun. These Capri caps have a 


Drawings by Glentex 
Two versions of the Capri Cap 

variety of decorations—from big colored pom- 
pons over the ears, to Mexican coins that 
jingle about your shoulders—and they take a 
jiffy to put on. If you don’t need to wear a 
covering on your head —because the sun 
isn’t too strong at the moment—attach small 
bows of colored ribbon to your bobby pins 
before you pin your curls. This will hide the 
snail effect and look gay. Scatter a few extra 
colored bows on top of your head. 


“After-Swim” Hair Styles—Short Hair 


Short hair is a joy in the summertime, pro- 
vided it has been skillfully cut. “Shortie” 
cuts look cool and saucy. They dry fast and 
top a swim suit or formal gown equally well. 
Best of all, they are definitely manageable. 

If you’ve had a short-short cut and your 
hair is rod-straight, you can look gaminlike 


- even when your hair is sopping. Just comb 


down the front part so that it forms bangs on 
your forehead; then bring the rest of the 
hair smoothly down with a slight forward 
movement to create a cap effect. 

Hair that is short and wet, with a tendency 
to curl, should be toweled briskly for a couple 
of minutes—especially at the hair roots. Then 
it can be combed up and back. This gives the 
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hair height and body, along with a clean 
outdoor look. Medium short hair can be 
combed while wet into approximately the 
style it was originally given when cut—it will 
dry surprisingly close to it. While it is drying 
a spray of homemade flowers can be worn 
over one ear, or a tiara of baby rosebuds on 
a headband will hold every wisp in place 
until dry. 


Keep It Under Your “Hat” 


To stretch out—face buried in your arms 
on your own special plot of towel—and to 
feel the sun warm against your back and 
shoulders is bliss. But consider yourself en- 
titled to it only if your head is well protected! 
Cover your top with a huge straw sombrero, 
a Chinese coolie hat, a new Capri cap, or 
whatever you will—only don’t leave your hair 
unprotected for a long period in the direct 
glare of the sun. In double-quick time the 
heat will dry out the natural oils, leaving 
your hair sun-baked and frizzy, discolored 
and coarse. Don’t give it half a chance! 

In warm weather shampoo your hair more 
often than usual. About every five days is 
fine. Use a reputable brand of liquid or cream 
shampoo. If only cake soap is available, shave 
a little off into a small amount of warm water 
and allow it to dissolve, rather than directly 


applying a soap cake to your hair. After your 
first rinse, lather up again. The first suds do 
a workmanlike job of removing dust, perspi- 
ration; the second suds brighten the high- 
lights of your hair. Climax each shampoo 
with a creme rinse. Creme-rinsing not only 
helps to restore the oils in hair that has been 
exposed to the sun but it softens coarseness. 
To use, dilute one tablespoon of creme rirse 
in a cup of water and work thoroughly 
through the hair with your hands. Then 
douse—for the last time—in clear cool water. 
Here’s a special tip. Try brushing your hair, 
with an immaculate hairbrush, right after 
your shampoo and see how manageable your 
hair becomes. And don’t forget daily brush- 
ing—it’s even more important in summer than 
winter. 

Mild sunlight is good for your hair. If it 
is clean and healthy, your hair is at its love- 
liest under the sunlight, and seems to be full 
of surprises. What you had taken for light- 
brown hair—mouse variety—is golden wheat, 
soft and glinting. Black hair gleams chinks of 
auburn in all directions, and blond hair turns 
into shimmering flax. It is as though hair real- 
ly comes to life under the sun, and instead of 
one solid mass of hair, one sees a rippling 
mobile of light and shadow. Make the most 
of yours! THE END 





Grass on the Mountain (Continued from page 15) 


During his four years at boarding school 
Chee had always had a sense of hurry, the 
feeling that his time was running out. He had 
tried conscientiously to learn the white man’s 
ways, to follow the instructions of his teach- 
ers. He had learned to sleep in a bed instead 
of on sheepskins on the floor. Slowly he had 
learned to eat vegetables, although at first 
they nauseated him. It had been many years 
since he had worn his hair long. He had 
learned how to use a handkerchief, how to 
sit on chairs, how to play basketball, and to 
say “excuse me.” But what could he do now 
with these things he had learned? He felt 
somehow that there was no place for him in 
the white man’s world. It had not brought 
him true satisfaction in the thing he loved. 

But the ugly, harsh, cruel life of the reser- 
vation was not what he wanted either. Crude- 
ness, ugliness, squalor, poverty, toil—how 
could one exist under these things? Where 
each day’s living was a battle with the ele- 
ments, the drawing of pictures seemed child- 
ish and silly. How could one lonely, unhappy 
boy find the turquoise trail when it was so 
deeply hidden? 

All during this last school term he had 
hoped desperately that he might find some 
way out of his dilemma. If only some good 
fortune might come to him—a job, maybe, 
that would enable him to stay in Santa Fe 
and to care for his family, too—but none of 
the art shops in the city had any place for 
him, and the few pictures he was able to sell 
to tourists in the Plaza on Saturdays brought 
scarcely enough to pay for paints and brushes. 
Then, at graduation time, he was offered a 
scholarship to a fine art school in the East. 
Sick at heart, he told his teacher that he could 
not accept it; he showed him the letter he had 
just received from his mother. It had been 
written for her by the trader. On the Navajo 
reservation, she said, times were hard; the 
winter had brought much snow and many 
sheep had died; spring was late in coming and 
the grass was very short; already they had 
moved up to the summer pastures in the 
mountains. She needed help desperately; each 


day she looked toward Santa Fe, awaiting 
his return. 

Now he would soon be home. The desert 
would swallow him into its dry intensity—its 
ceaseless toil wearing his body, its gritty sand 
grinding away at his mind, roughening and 
stiffening his fingers, burning away his talent. 
What a fool he was to love, better than life 
itself, the painting of pictures! 

It was late afternoon now, and Chee Yaz- 
zie’s eyes were arrested by the purple, finger- 
like shadows that Navajo Mountain laid 
across the mesa. How would one get that 
color? he wondered. See how it barred the 
harsh light, giving dignity to the low, scrubby 
mesquite and cacti, making a coolness in the 
mind, although the air arose from the fur- 
nacelike desert as hot as ever. 

Now the old school bus began to mount the 
upland—grinding protestingly up steep 
grades, brushing among the thorny manza- 
nita, and finding its way through a forest of 
gnarled and tortured pifions. Abruptly, in his 
mind, he tasted their sweet fruit, and grinned 
briefly in memory of happy pifion-gatherings 
of his childhood—the sharp, thin mountain 
air, campfires at night, and Medicine Man’s 
ancient tales; then falling asleep in the juni- 
per and sage-scented darkness, with stars 
wheeling, close and comforting, overhead. 
Why could one not be as the gods, he sighed, 
never older, never changed? 


Dusk moved nearer now, caught in 
the evergreens and under the overhang of huge 
red sandstone buttes and towering mesas. Of 
a sudden he caught his breath and leaned 
against the window. Below, spread out on the 
valley floor, was the last daylight—disappear- 
ing in rose and gold and smoky purple behind 
old Winged Rock, the grim, sacred emblem of 
his people, standing solitary and gaunt with 
great wings spread there on the level of the 
desert. The shadow of the great stone bird 
lay like a huge stain on the sand; close to its 
feet grazed a herd of sheep; in the clear, dry 
air he could almost see them lower and raise 
their heads to crop and eat the short grass 
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around the spring he knew to be there. He 
could almost see the face of the girl in the 
Jong, billowing, blue skirt and carmine blouse, 
who dashed from side to side, urging them 
onward toward the safety of their corral 
against the coming of darkness. Uncon- 
sciously his fingers curved as if around a 
brush and his eye, measuring shadow, depth, 
and color, put these details away in his mind. 
No longer did he feel any discomfort as the 
ald bus, jolting and coughing, labored on the 
steep grades and climbed higher into the re- 
mote country of the Dineh. 

His forehead bumped against the window 
glass. Impatiently he cranked the protesting 
thing out of his way and thrust his head out 
of the window, drinking in the sharp smell of 
the pions, sand, mesquite, sagebrush, and 
sheep. Long he looked, while excitement be- 
gan to tingle within him, and then, without 
knowing it, his trembling hands fumbled a 
pencil from his pocket and he jerked at his 
portfolio to get a piece of paper. That purple 
shadow, like a giant wing across the desert, 
that bare, towering rock—that was something 
he understood, something he loved—that was 
real. Ai yai! if he could get it down before 
the light went. He craned his neck, and his 
fingers, swift and sure now, did their work. 

Then the old bus lurched around a turn 
and cut off his view. Chee Yazzie sat back 
and studied his drawing. It gave him a good 
feeling. It seemed right. Somehow those 
quick, spare strokes told a story—the story of 
his people—his story. It made him feel the 
evening coolness after the burning day, and 
how the sand holds the sun deep underneath 
even when night has spread out his black 
blanket over the desert. It brought him the 
bleating of sheep, the sound of blowing sand, 
the dance feeling. When it was finished, this 
would be a good picture; he knew it. 


Reaching into his portfolio he drew 
out a few drawings and held them, one by 
one, beside the one he had just made. A pile 
of cones and prisms, flowers in a blue vase, 
the charming water color of the La Fonda 
patio— what cheap, silly things they were. 
How could he have wasted his time with such 
things? He grunted with distaste, crumpled 
them in his hand and threw them out the 
window. A small, quickening evening breeze 
caught the papers, scattering them. One, he 
saw, blew into the gnarled, scaly arms of a 
stunted juniper growing bent-backed away 
from the wind, out of the rocks. The paper 
fluttered wildly and clung there, and Chee 
Yazzie watched it and laughed aloud. Now 
he knew what was wrong with his pictures, 
what his teacher meant, why the white man’s 
world had no place for him, why he was un- 
satisfied with himself. He had been trying 
to live and work in ways that had no meaning 
to him, in ways that for him were not truth. 
He must draw life, not pictures. He must be 
great and wise like that old Winged Rock, 
with its feet planted in the burning sand and 
its head high up in the air of the mountains. 

He smiled and leaned against the back of 
the seat. Closing his eyes he hummed, low 
in his throat, the song of a Navajo who has 
his work and his way and finds them beauti- 
ful and good. He thought of his old teacher, 
Mrs. Henry, whom he had not seen since the 
day he first left the reservation. If she had 
not yet left for her summer vacation she 
would still be at the day school, and he knew 
it would be good to talk to her again and to 
show her the sketch he had just made. He 
would ride there tomorrow. 

A long time after the bus had passed Los 
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SPEAKING OF MOVIES 


by BERTHA JANCKE LUECK 
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THE CAINE MUTINY—Don‘t 
miss this great Technicolor 
story of the Navy, its officers 
and men. The picture, based 
on the best-seller novel, brings 
you an unforgettable experi- 
ence. You share in the per- 
sonal conflicts, the human 
~ weaknesses, the heroism of 
the crew of a destroyer in the 
Pacific during World War Ii. 
The excellent cast is headed 
by Humphrey Bogart, Van 
Johnson, Fred MacMurray, 
Jose Ferrer, Robert Francis. 
May Wynn’ plays the girl 
Francis loves. (Columbia) 






JOHNNY DARK—A thrilling 


Canada-to-Mexico road race; 
the latest in sports cars; ro- 
mance; and Tony Curtis, Piper 
Laurie, Don Taylor, and Ilka 
Chase add up to an exciting, 
entertaining picture. A young 
engineer designs an experi- 
mental sports car. Over the 
opposition of his boss, but 
aided by the boss’ grand- 
daughter, he enters it in a 
big race. The disappointments 
and successes, the fast action 
and suspense hold the interest 
right to the finish line in the 
final race. (Univ.-Int’l) 


TANGANYIKA — British East 
African adventure in Techni- 
color makes an absorbing pic- 
ture. Van Heflin, Ruth Roman, 
and Howard Duff are involved 
in a safari to track down a 
tribe, led by a mysterious Eu- 
ropean, that has terrorized 
the settlers. A young boy, his 
small sister, and their don- 


gers, suspense mounts as the 
safari nears its goal and the 
picture comes to on exciting, 
surprise ending. (Univ.-Int’l) 





THE STUDENT PRINCE—The 
romantic, always-popular mu- 
sical story of the love of a 
prince for an_ innkeeper’s 
niece is as charming as ever 
in color and CinemaScope. 
The appealing story, Rom- 
berg’s lilting music, the rich 
colors in costumes and settings 
make a picture you will want 
to see. Ann Blythe is Kathie; 
Edmund Purdom is Prince 
Karl (his singing voice is that 
of Mario Lanza). Others in 
the large, fine cast are Louis 
Calhern, Edmund Gwenn, John 
Erickson. (M-G-M) 














Chitti and Two Gray Hills, the driver stopped. 
“You are home, Chee Yazzie,” he said. “Me, 
I hope somebody in Washington fixes the 
road before I must drive this grandmother 
up the mountains next September.” 

“Good-by! Good-by!” called the few stu- 
dents who were still on the bus. “See you 
next week maybe, at the Squaw Dance at 
Tosito.” 

Chee gathered up his shabby suitcase, 
paintbox, and portfolio, and put them on the 
ground; then he waved his friends out of 
sight. For a long time he stood, looking after 
the bus until his eyes lost it in the thicken- 
ing darkness. Panic seized him then for a 
moment, and a small, choked cry burst from 
him. He clenched his hands, bit his lips, 
then he drew himself tall and faced toward 
his mother’s hogan cradled under a stone 
cliff down in the draw. Night lay dark over 
the corrals and the little cornfield, but now, 
as if awaiting his coming, a cooking fire sud- 
denly flowered in a high tongue of flame, 
throwing its light on the hogan and the fig- 
ure of his mother, coming in dignity and with 
a glad face to meet him. 

For one instant he saw her standing there, 
tall, strong, with the orange light all about 
her, illumining her brown, seamed face. 
“Yahtehe, my son comes home,” she said 
proudly. He squared his thin, schoolboy’s 
shoulders a little and looked beyond her at 
the hogan, so like the earth from which it 
sprang—at the peeled timbers of the corrals 
where their sheep huddled in safety. The 
firelight threw crazy shadows on the brush 
shelter and the clumsy weaving loom before 
the door. Abruptly he felt as though he had 
never been away, as though the four years 
at boarding school were nothing, except that 
now he knew many things he had not known 
before. 


Strength ran in his veins. He 
thought of the pictures he had made; flowers 
and fruit, fountains and vines, black and gray 
angles and squares. Amusement twisted. his 
lips. School exercises for children! No wonder 
they had not satisfied him. But here now, 
ready to his hand and his brushes, was life: 
people, religion, tradition, things of meaning. 
And he understood everything — the way it 
was and why it was—the heat, the burning, 
dry sand, the desert rocks and the starved 
horses, the sheep with their everlasting stench, 
the way his people lived, in ignorance and 
disease, the hard work, the poverty. 

Fiercely he hated it all—the sheepskin beds, 
the eating from a pot without forks or spoons, 
the ugliness, the lonesomeness. But he him- 
self was part of all this now, and he would 
seize his brushes and pencils in the morning 
and begin to draw it so that everyone else 
would understand this land and these people. 
Maybe he could bring help to his people. 
Here was his life! It would not be easy, but 
he would be as strong and seeing and en- 
during as old Winged Rock. He would man- 
age his life and he would be successful. 
Somehow he knew. 

Over there on the rock cliff the early morn- 
ing light would fall first. He gritted his teeth; 
his fingers curved, and his eye measured. Al- 
ready in his mind he knew how hot it would 
be. What a fool he had been! No wonder he 
had carried home his pictures unsold each 
Saturday from the Plaza; they were worth- 
less. 

Gravely he stooped and took up his bur- 
dens. “Yahtehe, Shima,” he said in a quiet 
voice. “Here is your son who has come home.” 

THE END 
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THE OFFICIAL APPROVED SHOE 











It's not an Official Shoe unless 
it has the above trademark 


GIRL SCOUT . . . $8.45 
(slightly higher in far West) 


Official Girl Scout Shoeg BROWNIE SCOUT . . . $7.45 
for Camp or Vacation at Home 


Official Shoes look good . . . feel good and fit good. Before your vacation 
rolls around, stop in at your nearest dealer and try them on. You'll 
love them. 


MADE TO WEAR WITH YOUR 
OFFICIAL DRESS UNIFORM 





National Equipment Service 
NEW YORK e ST. LOUIS e SAN FRANCISCO 


For Your Dealer’s Name Write: BROWN SHOE COMPANY, St. Louis, Mo.; 
INTERNATIONAL SHOE COMPANY, St. Louis, Mo.; or 
CURTIS STEPHENS EMBRY CO., Reading, Pennsylvania 
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by DR. HARRY LANGMAN 
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1. Thick slice 55. nae ’ 22. as 
. Sibiln tetas 59. ee exclamation 24. Io ‘ood 
10. Food fish 61. Rim 26. A rich color 
65. Above 27. Small bunches (as of hay) 
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. A scenic view - Record of a single event 
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49. Epoch 10. Without cover 63. Secluded valley 
50. Devoured 11. Astringent crystal 64. Otherwise 
51. Small Indian coin 12. To perform by oneself 66. Sorrowful 








Water Sprite 
(Continued from page 13) 


swimming keeps her fit, she’s able to accom- 
plish so much. 

“It’s a good idea for girls to be interested 
in a sport,” she says. “Swimming is inexpen- 
sive—and it keeps you slim! There’s no diet 
or exercise problem, except a special diet 
the day of a meet. You get a big appetite 
from the water, but swimming keeps your 
weight down.” 

Carin is 5 feet 4% inches tall and weighs 
118 pounds. The day before a meet, she 
limits her menu to steak and fruit juice; at 
all other times she is unafraid of cake, pie, 
or any other rich food. 

But swimming is not Carin’s whole story, 
At Ridgewood’s Benjamin Franklin Junior 
High School she makes straight A’s, was treas- 
urer of her eighth-grade class this year, 
played the flute in the school orchestra, and 
was also a prodigious fan of both popular 
and classical music, football and _ baseball 
games. 

“My favorite baseball club?” she repeated. 
“It’s the Yankees!” A sly smile revealed a 
row of shining white teeth. “You see, Tommy 
Henrich lives in our town.” 

At home Carin has a couple of playmates, 
Boots and Bouncer, of whom she is very 
fond. Being Persian kittens, they do not share 
her feeling for swimming. 

Carin’s love of sewing began in her Girl 
Scout troop, when she was fulfilling the re- 
quirements for the Sewing badge. But it didn’t 
end there. She is very proud of the dress she 
recently made from an AMERICN Gir pattern, 

The grown-up future? Sometimes she 
thinks it is a long way off; sometimes it seems 
very close indeed. After high school she 
hopes to find a college that is high in its 
scholastic rating, but that likewise has a good 
swimming team. “It may be Purdue,” she 
says. 

Meanwhile there will be more high school, 
more swimming meets, perhaps more cham- 
pionships. The English Channel? No; almost 
everyone else plans to swim it, but not Carin. 
“I’ve been in two-and-a-half-mile races, and 
that’s enough!” 

The Olympics? She grins shyly. “I'd cer- 
tainly like to go; I don’t know whether I'm 
good enough or not!” 

Aqua star Esther Williams? 

Carin jumped up from her seat beside the 
pool, as she answered that query. “Oh, she’s 
wonderful! I see all her films! I hope she'll 
soon make another as good as ‘Easy to Love’!” 

THE END 





Here’s the GOOD LOOKS GUIDE 
You've been asking for! 
This handy guide in attractive 
notebook form will answer dozens 
of your beauty and good-grooming 
questions. Contains reprints of the 

most popular articles on: 


© SKIN CARE @ FiGuRE CONTROL 
@ Make-Up Tips @ HAND CARE 
@ Hair CARE @ Foot Care 


@ WARDROBE HINTS @ COLOR HARMONY 


Send 25¢ in coin for your “Good 
Looks Guide” today. 


Good Grooming Editor 
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New Jersey Scouts at the take-off of the first 
Help Korea Train. Also in the picture are 
General James A. Van Fleet (center) and 
Dr. Howard Rusk of the American-Korean 
Foundation, in light suits. Standing in front 
of Dr. Rusk is Mrs. Wendell Willkie. 

Next to her is Mrs. Charles A. Loreto, of the 
Girl Scout International Committee. At 

the extreme right is Mrs. Sang Ho Lee, the 
liaison officer for the Girl Scouts of Korea 




























All Over the Map 


WHEN THE FIRST of the “Help Korea 

Trains” left New York a few weeks ago 
to gather up supplies which had been con- 
tributed for Korea, a group of girls and adults 
from the North Hudson, New Jersey, council 
represented the Girl Scout organization at 
the ceremonies which preceded the train’s 
depatture. 

There was a good reason for the Girl Scouts 
to have been honored with an invitation to 
the ceremonies. The people at Girl Scout na- 
tional headquarters know the importance of 
the uniform to Girl Scouts and Guides—how 
much this symbol of “belonging” can mean 
to girls who have lived through the uncer- 
tainties and dangers of actual war. So when 
plans for the “Help Korea Trains” were an- 
nounced, national headquarters had sug- 
gested to all councils that Girl Scouts 
throughout the country might contribute 
through the trains the makings of Girl Scout 
uniforms for Korean Scouts. 

The response was immediate and _heart- 
warming. Boxes upon boxes poured into the 
warehouses from Girl Scout groups in every 
part of the country. When the boxes, which 
are now being shipped, reach Korea the uni- 
form materials will be distributed through 
the Korean Girl Scout organization, which 
will furnish the patterns for the uniforms. 
(This was, of course, an entirely separate 
project from “Kits for Korea.” You will be 
interested to know, by the way, that more 
than 34,000 kits for Korea already have been 
sent by Girl Scouts to the Americans Relief 
for Korea. ) 

At the ceremonies in New York, the Girl 
Scouts were greeted by the Korean ambassa- 
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Headline News in Girl Scouting 


dor, leaders of the American-Korean Founda- 
tion, and other important guests. A represen- 
tative of the Korean Girl Scouts told the New 
Jersey girls how much the Scouts of her coun- 
try appreciated the supplies which American 
Girl Scouts are sending them. The Girl Scouts 
also met the boys and girls of the Korean 
Children’s Choir, which has been on a con- 
cert tour of the United States. The speakers 
who told of the great need for the supplies 
with which the train was loaded impressed 
the girls very much, and they were proud 
that the Girl Scouts had contributed so gen- 
erously to the project. 

Then, as TV singer Eddie Fisher led the 
audience in “God Bless America,” the long 
freight train, flying American and Korean 
flags, slowly gathered speed and rolled off 
on its errand of help. 


EVERY WEEK, by ship and by plane, 

letters come to us from readers all over 
the world. Sometimes they bring news of Girl 
Guide and Scout activities for us to share 
with you. A Girl Guide from Belfast, North- 
ern Ireland, writes: 

“T will tell you a little about some of our 
activities last year, which may be of interest 
for ‘All Over the Map.’ 

“As last year was Coronation Year, Guides 
all over the British Isles had a very special 
new badge. It was called the Coronation Trib- 
ute Badge. Every Guide took it upon herself 
to do some work for the community or to 
make something which would be a tribute to 
our lovely young queen. Some Guides helped 
the aged; others taught in Sunday schools; 
others collected toys for children’s homes. 


Mickey Carroll photo 





“The Claffinch and Nightingale Patrols (1 
belong to the latter) made scrapbooks of the 
life of Queen Elizabeth II. When these scrap- 
books were completed they were sent to a 
Girl Scout troop in the United States with 
which we now correspond.” 


‘de AT THE annual birthday celebration of 
the Concord, New Hampshire, Girl 
Scout Council the “candles” on the cake are 
not candles at all, but a large numeral made 
with electric-light bulbs, which flashes out the 
anniversary number. Each year the numeral 
is arranged by members of the local fire de- 
partment, and as a “thank you” the Scouts 
share the birthday cake with them. The an- 
nual cooky sale in Concord starts at the end 
of the birthday party, and the fire depart- 
ment gives it a head start by blowing the fire 
siren to let the community know that the 
Girl Scouts will be calling fo take orders for 
cookies. That is pretty fine community co- 
operation! 

More than six hundred Girl Scouts and 
leaders, including three lone troops from 
neighboring towns, attended Concord’s party 
this year. They particularly enjoyed the film, 
“Hands Around the World,” and hearing @ 
Girl Scout and a leader tell about their visit 
to Our Chalet in Switzerland. 


DID YOU EVER PAINT A BEAR? Brownie 

Scouts of Troop 26, Lyndora, Pennsyl- 

vania (Butler Area Council) did—and found 
it fun and profitable, too. 

The “bears” actually were clear glass con- 

tainers for a commercial syrup which, when 
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emptied, doubled as banks. A number of the 
banks were painted by the Brownies as the 
troop’s contribution to a community Girl 
Scout fair, and sold like the proverbial hot 
cakes. The profits from the fair and the Girl 
Scout cooky sale helped pay for the new din- 
ing hall at Camp Trefoil in Butler County. 

This troop has enjoyed a varied and inter- 
esting program. Among its community-serv- 
ice activities were such things as earning a 
donation toward a new truck for the local 
yolunteer fire department by running errands 
and doing small chores for families and 
friends; collecting clothing, books, and toys 
for less fortunate children; making gifts for 
a preschool shut-in child. Since last spring 
one of the troop members has been confined 
to her home by illness, and the troop sends 
her weekly letters that keep her up to date 
on its activities. Gifts of cards, fruit, books, 
or little novelties go to her each week, as well 
as special holiday remembrances. A_ short 
springtime hike ended at the home of their 
shut-in troopmate, so that the girls could 
bring her the flowers they had picked on the 
way. 

The Brownies love to give parties. Two of 
their most enjoyable were a party given for 
pre-school children, and a mothers’ tea party. 
As favors for their mothers the girls made 
pretty sea-shell scatter pins. A gift also was 
presented to a special guest at the tea party 
—a music teacher who had given many hours 
of her time to teach the troop singing. 

In preparation for their fly-up in May, 


learning the Girl Scout Laws, their meaning, 
and their purpose. Week by week, as each 
Law was memorized and discussed the girls, 
with the help of their leader, gave it practical 
application by relating it to incidents in their 
own daily experience. 

Among the things the girls have planned 
for the summer is a trip to Pittsburgh, which 
will be financed with money earned by a 
cooky sale. Plans for this trip include a tour 
of the H. J. Heinz Company plant and a visit 
to the beautiful indoor flower gardens of the 
Phipps Conservatory. 


WHEN A MEMBER of Troop 170 of the 
Tacoma, Washington, Council knocked 
on a certain door during a cooky sale, she 


Teaching these two little girls to speak was a long-term, 
exciting project for Troop 170, Tacoma, Washington 


Photograph by Jean B. Johnston 
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did not dream that the door would open to 
a wonderful four-year project for her troop! 

The lady who answered the Girl Scout’s 
knock could not speak, and with her were 
two little girls (one a-year-and-a-half, the 
other two-and-a-half-years old) also unable 
to speak. The Girl Scout and the children 
liked one another on sight, and the mother, 
who “talked” with the visitor through notes, 
asked her to come again and, perhaps, help 
the children to learn to speak. She agreed, 
and when the other girls in Troop 170 learned 
what she was doing, they asked if they could 
help, too. And so the unusual project got 
under way. 

The leader of the troop had taken a course 
in speech training, and under her guidance 
the troop began to work with the children. 
The parents of the little girls had lost their 
hearing and speech through illness. The chil- 
dren were born normal, but because they 
had not had contact with speaking people, 
their ability to speak had not developed, 
though they could read lips and use the sign 
language taught them by their parents. 

The Scouts began by bringing the little 
girls, who were very shy and did not play 
with other children, to a monthly troop meet- 
ing. The first teaching step was a name game. 
One Girl Scout would bow to another, who 
would then pronounce, very clearly and dis- 
tinctly, the name of the first Scout. The chil- 
dren thought this great fun and quickly 
joined in the game. It was slow work that 
called for boundless patience and sympathe- 
tic understanding. And it was a joyful meet- 
ing, months later, when the children proudly 
named each girl in the troop, and announced 
their own names. 

At this point the troop divided into groups 
of three or four, so that each girl had an op- 
portunity to work with the children, always 
under the supervision of the le&der. After the 
name games the Scouts taught the youngsters 
simple nursery rhymes and songs; took them 
on visits to a school kindergarten where the 
Scouts were allowed to use pictures, special 
craft objects, and toys in their work with the 
children. By taking the girls with them on 
special occasions, like caroling and _ short 
trips, they brought them into contact with 
speaking people with whom they had to talk, 
and so their shyness gradually was overcome. 





At the end of the first year the children could 
speak complete sentences. But then the 
Scouts discovered that they did not know 
colors. So back to the kindergarten they went, 
to teach their pupils to identify and name 
colors. 

And so it went on, step by step, month by 
month. Now, at the end of four years, both 
children have totally overcome their speech 
difficulties, and the elder has started school. 
Their parents, deeply appreciative of what 
the Girl Scouts have accomplished, purchased 
a television set so that the children would 
have contact with speaking people right in 
their own home. The little girls have made an 
excellent adjustment to neighborhood chil- 
dren and are as full of fun and chatter as any 
of their friends. Troop 170 still includes the 
little girls in many of its special events. Carol- 
ing is one of the things to which the young- 
sters look forward eagerly each year. 

For the Girl Scouts it has been a deeply 
satisfying and rewarding experience. They 
have received as well as given; learned as 
well as taught; shared in a wonderful adven- 
ture in human relationships. THE END 





HAVE A GOOD VACATION 


School's out, and the long, free days of 
summer stretch ahead, full of enticing possi- 
bilities. We hope you will enjoy every one 
of them. 

If your troop carries on special activities 
this summer—trips here or there, camping, 
a different or interesting project, we hope 
that you will send an account of it to “All 
Over the Map.” Send photographs, too, if 
you have them — clear, black-and-white 
prints in good focus, 4” x 5” or larger. The 
best pictures are those that show girls in 
natural, relaxed groupings, or busy about 
some activity. 

When photographing girls in uniform, 
take a minute before the shutter clicks to 
make sure they are wearing it well: that 
ties are correctly tied; waistlines trim; hems 
even; hose and shoes neat. When Seniors are 
in a picture, have in mind that when Seniors 
have earned the SSS emblem, this should 
replace the badge hes. The bi and 
sash are not worn together. 





These bear banks, painted by Brownies of Troop 26, Lyndora, 
Pennsylvania, were popular items at the Girl Scout fair 
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Ahoy, Mariners! 



































A thousand Girl Scouts help 
old Triton blow his horn! 


As | was walking on the Quay, 
Hoo-dah, to my hoodah, 

A pretty girl | chanc’d to see, 
Hoodah, hoodah day. 

Blow, boys, blow, 

For Californio... 


Yes, for Californio, Tierra del Fuego, San Diego . . . But of 
course you should have been there when the Southern California 
Mariner Gam was being held! 

What’s a gam? That’s easy! Ask any whale. You see, the 
whales started it all, by gamboling and frolicking whenever a 
few of them happened to meet at some crossroads of the high 
seas. Next, the crews of sailing vessels, long ago, took up the 
idea. Whenever two ships met, after lonely months at sea, they 
had a social get-together with events that tested their nautical 
skill, and they called it a gam. Finally, the Girl Scout Mariners 
adopted the gam: tradition that had come right down from the 
whales. 

And what a whale of a gam it was at Tierra del Fuego, on 
Mission Bay near San Diego a few weeks ago! Mariner Ships 
(troops to you) had blown in from all over Southern California 
to take part in the program of swimming, boating, sailing, and 
nautical land skills—plus primitive troop camping on the beach. 

Pretty girls? Yes siree! Somewhere around a thousand of 
them—all capable of tying a fancy knot for a lanyard, pulling 
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an oar with confident stroke, handling the 
sheets of a sailboat or taking its helm, and in 
between times whipping up delectable chow 
with only the merest peppering of sand. 

These Southern California gams started 
in 1937, when fifty Mariners took part in one 
that was held at Laguna Beach. Since then 
there have been eighteen gams. With the 
news of what fun they were, the attendance 
has soared. 

Mariners, as you know, are Senior Girl 
Scouts in the ninth-through-twelfth grades, 
who are interested in nautical activities. Each 
group selects the name of the ship by which 
its troop will be known. A gay but busy time 
they have, too—for in addition to meeting the 
other requirements of the Five-Point Senior 
Program, they must bone up on many skills. 
A Mariner Scout learns to signal with flags, 
Morse code, semaphores. She studies the 
tules of the road that prevent collisions at 
sea, practices boat handling, swimming, first 
aid. To take part in a gam, she must also 
have primitive camping skills. And—no won- 
der she’s pretty: sun and wind and exercise 
are the finest prescription in the world for 
a graceful figure, a bronzed skin and radiance! 

Tierra del Fuego, where the 1954 Annual 
Gam was held, is a sandy isthmus between 
Mission Bay and the model yacht basin. The 
big event started on April 30, with an evening 
campfire, the singing of chanteys, like the 
one we have quoted, and a jolly get- 
acquainted time. 

Next morning reveille was at 6:30, with 
the formal raising of the colors. Then fol- 
lowed a program of events that included 
swimming; rowing; canoeing, and sailing, 
judged both for seamanship and speed; sail- 
boat identification; and interpretation of 
ships’ bells and Navy time. Awards earned 
by individual girls are credited to their ships. 
Ships earning 130 or more points are classi- 
fied as “Clippers”; those with 90 to 130 are 
“Schooners”; those with 50 to 90 are “Sloops”; 
and all with less than 50 are “Cat Boats.” 
This year there were 8 Clippers, 20 Schoon- 
ers, 19 Sloops, 12 Cat Boats. 

On Sunday morning, after Scouts’ Own— 
an inspirational service in which all Scouts 
teaffirm the Girl Scout Promise and Laws— 
everyone went on a tour of San Diego Harbor 
~one of the largest in the world—as guests of 
the 11th Naval District. No whale, no crew 
of an old-time sailing vessel, ever had any 
such exciting time! THE END 
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Hereby Hangs a Tale (Continued from page 23) 


something with conversation,” Ruby said. 
“It’s not just an essay—it’s people talking.” 

“H’m! We're talking right here—but it’s not 
a story, even if you put it down on paper.” 

“No, it’s not,” Sola agreed. “You have to 
make the characters up. If they’re real, it 
isn’t fiction—it’s like an account you read in 
the newspaper.” 

Ned shook his head. “I’m not sure about 
that. Some of the greatest fiction has been 
based on real life, you know.” 

“A lot of fiction isn’t real,” Ruby protested. 
“I read a story the other day about a fellow 
and girl who flew a rocket ship to the moon. 
That wasn’t real.” 

“No-—that’s for sure!” 

“And when you write something real, they 
tell you it’s not a story,” Sola insisted. “I 
could write all about how you're building 
your own bungalow, but they’d say it wasn’t 
fiction.” 

“It probably wouldn’t be. It might be a 
good article, though. It would interest people 
who want to build bungalows. A straight-line 
account can be fine—but it’s not a story.” 

“No, a story can’t be that tame,” Ruby 
decided. “It has to be about people doing 
something exciting. People read stories be- 
cause their own lives are dull, and they want 
something to pep them up—not just more of 
the same.” 

“And since millions of people build houses 
you feel that’s more of the same, don’t you?” 

“Sure. You could never make a story out 
of it.” 

Ruby glanced up at Ned and saw that he 
was chuckling, as if he’d hit on a joke. “I 
hope you never meet my editors,” he said. 
“You see, I just wrote and sold a story about 
a man building his own lakeside shack. It was 
based—well, more or less—on this one.” 

Sola and Ruby exchanged puzzled glances. 
“T’ve tried to make stories out of things I did,” 
Sola sighed. “They just never come off!” 

“Tell me about one of them.” 

“Well, there was one about the role I had 
in the high school play. I was wonderful at 
rehearsals, everybody thought. But when the 
curtain went up I was scared to death. All of 
a sudden, I just couldn’t remember the next 
line I had to say to Bob McPherson. He kept 
punching the sofa cushions on the couch on 
stage, and the more he punched, the worse 
I got. I was so ashamed.” 

“What happened then?” 





“I was saved—just when I thought they'd 
have to ring the curtain down. You see, Bob 
caught on that I'd forgotten the next line. He 
walked over to the table, and wrote it on a 
scrap of paper. And he handed it to me, as 
if that were part of the play. After that, my 
stage fright was gone. The rest was swell. At 
the end, I got a big round of applause. It 
was very exciting! But I sent it to our teen- 
age magazine—and it didn’t get in!” 

Ned was thoughtful. “You had one impor- 
tant element of a story there: a problem.” 

“And I told how I felt about it. Shouldn't 
fiction tell how you feel about something 
that’s very important to you?” 

“Td say it’s a good beginning. A problem 
and how someone feels about it—yes, that's 
a fair start for a story. It’s not the whole 
thing! How about it, Ruby? Why do you 
think Sola’s story failed?” 

“Not enough happened. You start to won- 
der what she’s going to do—and then it all 
works out without enough fuss.” 

“Ah—I think you’ve hit on something there. 
You wonder what she’s going to do about her 
problem—and she doesn’t do anything! Some- 
one else does. These lazy heroines who be- 
lieve in ‘letting George do it’ are no good 
for fiction. You’ve got to be hard on them- 
make them work it out themselves.” 

Sola had been sitting with puckered brows. 
“I wrote another,” she said, “about a girl 
who was going steady with a boy, and then 
he told her he was breaking it off because 
he’d met a girl he liked better.” 

“That’s a good problem. What did she do 
about that?” 

“She cried a lot at first. She felt as if she'd 
never go out again. There was a prom com- 
ing up, and she wasn’t going to go to it. But 
then, leaving school one day, she met the 
pitcher on the baseball team. She'd always 
been crazy about him—much more than the 
other fellow—but she never thought he'd look 
at her. But now that she wasn’t going steady, 
he did.” 

“H’m—not really much of a struggle, eh?” 

“Does there always have to be a struggle?” 
“What do you think?” 


“It seems as if there does. But I like 4 


happy ending, don’t you?” 
“Yes—I never went much for tragedy. 


Ruby had an idea. “How about a surprise 
ending? I wrote a story about a family where 
everyone picked on one little girl. They'd 
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her to bed when she wanted to stay up, chase 
her all over the house, and do terrible things. 
She had a problem—and she solved it by going 
ahead and doing what she pleased and get- 
ting just horrible if anyone interfered. You 
wondered how she could do that, but in the 
last line I explained that she was the family 
cat. I tried to make it a big surprise.” 

Ned looked at her sternly. “Definitely, 
I loathe surprise endings!” he declared. “You 
talk about the trick of fiction—but remember 
it's not a trick you play on the reader. To 
trick the reader might offend him!” 

“Some writers do it.” 

“Some of the best have done it. But their 
stories were good in spite of that! Never be- 
cause of. it!” 

“I guess we still don’t understand about 
fiction,” said Sola. “It isn’t just conversation, 
or something that happened, or something 
you make up. So what?” 

“So what?” Ned smiled. “I think you girls 
have answered that in your own way.” 

“You mean about having a problem?” 

“Yes—first a character—one we see clearly 
and understand. The character has a prob- 
lem and does something about it himself. At 
first we think it’s going to lick him. He’s 
down for the count—maybe. But just before 
the bell rings, he jumps up and goes at the 
problem again—maybe once, maybe twice, 
maybe three times—till he licks it. It’s those 
ups and downs of his struggle with the prob- 
lem that make it a story full of excitement 
and suspense. If someone steps in and saves 
him, it’s no dice! No more so than if you 
held the tightrope walker up on the rope, or 
carried the baseman around the field to give 
him a home run. He’s got to make it under 
his own steam.” 

“Of course, different people face up to a 
problem differently,” Ruby said. 

“Indeed they do. And say—it’s a good idea 
to stick to the character you're writing about. 
Make him talk the way he would. Give him 
a problem that fits the sort of person he is, 


and. see that he solves it without suddenly 
changing into someone else.” 


“Some problems are inside you,” Sola ob- 


served. “And I think people do change, if 


they work out a problem like that.” 
“They do,” Ned conceded, “but not all of 


a sudden. Our biggest problems are inside 
ourselves, and they're the toughest to lick. 


We lick them by gradually getting to under- 
stand ourselves and learning to master our- 
selves after many ups and downs.” 

Ruby said, “I think I’m beginning to un- 
derstand what a story is. It’s a fight—with 
yourself or somebody else.” 

“Yes, or just with something else,” Ned 
agreed. “All our lives we're battling with 
problems and obstacles. It’s natural we 
should like to read how someone else took 
the hurdles. But, Ruby, there are all kinds 
of fights. Good and bad ones. Ones worth 
telling, others not.” 

“How do you decide?” 

“What would you say?” 

Both girls sat there on the pile of lumber, 
thinking hard. At last Sola said, “Well, for 
someone to want to read about it, it seems 
as if it ought to mean something.” 

“Good girl!” Ned exclaimed. “A story 
should reveal a meaning that distills out of 
our struggles. Sometimes, to make the mean- 
ing clear, you have to juggle the facts of real 
life a little, instead of telling them precisely 
as they happened—as you would in an article. 
You may have to heighten the struggle, add 
a few ups and downs, so it will be better 
understood. That’s the fiction writer's job. 
A story isn’t life—it’s life painted with a 
whitewash brush. Exaggerated a bit—bigger 
—so people can see what it really means.” 

“I hope we'll read your bungalow story,” 
Mr. Smiley,” Sola said. 

“Yes,” Ruby added, “and when we do, 
we'll have. fun checking on all the things 
we've been talking about. I hope it has lots 
of ups and downs—and that you come out 
on top!” 


Mr. Smiley just grinned. THE END 





By You (Continued from page 22) 


That was the last he talked for some time, 
but now, as he sits and plays with his electric 
train, he is able to say small sentences that 
we think we understand. 

It is a happy day in our house when our 
Danny talks. 

JO-ANNE JONES (age 14) 


MILK—1954 STYLE 
Poetry Award 


Muroc, California 


Pasteurized, 
Homogenized, 

Then medically tested, 
And advertised 

As atomized 

And maybe predigested. 


Refrigerated, 

Packaged, dated, 

Delivered to the diner, 

You can’t deny 

The part played by 

The cow seems rather minor! 
DOLORES E. RATH (age 14) 


PECANS 
Nonfiction Award 


Pecans are fine in pies, cakes, and desserts, 
but they mean a lot more to you if you pick 
them. 

One day we decided to pick pecans to add to 
our Christmas money. Mother gets up at 6 A.M., 
packs a nice lunch while we kids round up sacks 
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and buckets to put the pecans in. 
Grandma and Aunt Muriel come driving up. 
They are headed for the pecan trees. We have 


to go in a rattletrap. (Daddy always gets the 


good car.) We pack in with the sacks, buckets, 
lunch, and everything we can think of, includ- 
ing four dogs. 

Away we go—over a rub-board road, through 
woods and pastures. We look over the trees, 
they have all been thrashed except two, sur- 
rounded with nice, sticky mud and water. 


We pull our old jalopy to a stop; hesitate, to 
gain courage. My aunt grabs a pole and begins 


thrashing with all her might. We all stand as if 
frozen, when we hear the pecans hitting the 
cold water. 

I pick up a pecan about the size of a thimble. 
I decide to crack it; inside is a little white 


worm. I suppose he had lived in that pecan so 


long he had never had a sun tan. 


By this time we realize the tree has been 
thrashed. Each of us begins to hunt branches 
from dead trees to put in the mud and water 


so we can pick up the pecans. 


It begins misting rain—and the wind blows 
horribly. Grandma builds a good warm fire. 
My aunt has a pair of men’s socks on with both 
heels out. She says her. feet get so hot she has 
to raise her feet out of her shoes every now and 


then to let her heels cool. 


I hear a squeal and groan. Into the water go 
my sister’s big feet. She nearly follows—but 
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catches her balance. It passes as an accident. 
Nevertheless, she gets to sit by the fire to let 
her shoes dry. 

We finish that tree and someone begins to 
yell, “Dinner!” My aunt is not prepared to eat 
dinner with a group. She takes her lunch off to 
one side and starts to eat. We all get tickled, 
and beg her to eat with us. We unpack our 
lunches and sit down. “A perfect lunch!” I brag 
too soon. We have no bread. As luck would have 
it Aunt Muriel has bread in her lunch. 

“I thought you were asking me to eat with 
you for manner’s sake. You only want this 
bread!” Aunt Muriel says. 

We hop into the jalopy some time later and 
sail for home. We sleep well that night, dream- 
ing of pecans, rattletrap cars, and how rich we 
have become. 

JOYCE TALKINGTON (age 17) 


WHO KILLED CLARA? 
Fiction Award 


“Hey, Pop, here are four seats.” 

“Pass the popcorn.” 

“What's the movie about?” 

“T can’t see!” 

“Mommy, I have to go to the—” 

“I want more popcorn.” 

“I’m thirsty!” 

I settled deeper into my seat, trying to con- 
centrate on who killed Clara. 

“I’m still thirsty!” 

“I’m gonna get me some more popcorn!” 

“Now 7 can’t see!” 

I made my bid for silence. “Quiet, please.” 

“Pass the popcorn, PLEASE!” 

“I’m hot.” 

“I think I saw this movie before.” 

Again I spoke. “QUIET, PLEASE!” 

“Anyone got some gum?” 

“Let’s get some soda.” 

“I’m sure I’ve seen this before!” 

I was getting desperate! Who killed Clara? 
“Shhhhhh!” 

“Oh, now I remember! Harvey killed Clara, 
Carol tips off the cops and Clyde marries Joan. 
Let’s go home!” 

“I remember, too! Let’s DO go!” 

With a sigh of relief I watched them go. 

Later, after the movie, I left the theater with 
a feeling of satisfaction and triumph. Clyde 
killed Clara and gave himself up, Joan commit- 
ted suicide, and Harvey married Carol. So there! 
SUE ANN HARTLEY (age 13) New York, New York 


Ardmore, Okla. 


WILL THE ANSWER BE YES OR NO? 


Nonfiction Award 


I remember an experience which showed me 
vividly what it could mean to have a friend. 
It was June 11, 1953 and I was at Wheelers’ 
barn in Holden. The vet had just come into 
the barn to check the horses that had been 
injured in the tornado two days before. 

My father finished talking to the vet, and 
we went in to examine my horse again. For two 
days, the doctor had said, “I just can’t tell 
yet. These spikes may have gone into her ab- 
dominal wall. We'll know soon if she’s going 
to get infected.” The tears were coming again, 
so I went to a stall where they couldn’t see me. 

This mare was all right. It was just my horse 
that was suffering. 

I turned around and there was my father. He 
put his arm around me and said the words I 
had been waiting so long to hear. “She’s going 
to be fine. All she needs is a little medicine, a 
long rest, and a thirteen-year-old girl to com- 
fort her.” 

Yes, a friend is always needed to help you 
when you need him, be it your father, the doc- 
tor, or just being where you want most to be. 
DEBORAH C. PHILIPS (age 13) Worcester, Mass. 


48 


THE HIDDEN ENTRANCE 
Fiction Award 


My name is Abdulla El Ali. I live with my 
mother and father and my five-year-old sister 
in Thebes, the capital of Egypt. Last spring I 
had a terrible adventure. 

Our family was quite wealthy. Every few 
weeks we liked to come and sit, sleep, or play 
(it depended on the person who was doing it) 
in the shadow of the Pyramid of Khafre. At 
this particular time, I was lying on my back in 
the sand, and finding pictures in the fluffy white 
clouds above. I must have dozed off, for when I 
looked around I realized that my sister was no 
longer playing in the sand with her bird. I 
looked everywhere for her. A small cry came 
from somewhere. I looked again, but did not 
see her. In desperation I looked up. Halfway up 
the pyramid was my sister grabbing for her 
bird, which was just out of reach! I looked for 
my parents, but they were strolling far out in 
the desert. By the time I could reach them my 





PHOTOGRAPHY AWARD: 
JANET LYMAN (age 13) 


Elgin, Oregon 


sister might fall. There was nothing to do but 
go after her myself. I again looked up, and my 
heart did flip-flops. The rock was crumbling 
under her feet as she at last reached her bird. 
With a great effort she gained her balance. My 
sigh of relief was cut short, for, having found 
her bird, she realized where she was and 
promptly toppled over. But she did not come 
tumbling down the pyramid as I expected. She 
just disappeared! 

Up and up.I climbed, until at last I was stand- 
ing on the ledge where she had been. I gasped 
with fright, for right in front of me was a hidden 
entrance into the tomb of Khafre. That must 
have been where she had fallen. I took a deep 
breath and plunged into the darkness that 
stretched ahead of me like an evil spirit. In 
front of me always I could hear whimpering as I 
stumbled along the rock-strewn passage. I must 
have taken a wrong turn, for soon I could hear 
it no longer. Suddenly I tripped on something 
and went down hard, hitting my head on a rock. 

When I came to, I could hear the whimpering 
again, drawing nearer. Then my sister, clutch- 
ing her bird, tumbled into my arms, frightened, 
but unhurt. I had my sister, but now a new 
problem faced me. How to get out! 

The hours that followed seemed like an eter- 
nity until, without warning, I plunged into a 
wide shaft of sunlight. Wearily I pulled myself 
and my sister up through the hole. We were 
out! Never had the sky seemed so blue, nor the 
sun so brilliant. Our frightened parents were 
waiting for us and took us home to a warm 
bath, supper, and bed. 

LINDA THOMPSON (age 13) Arcadia, California 





THE CLOCK 
Poetry Award 
Tickity tock, tickity tock, 
I keep time, I’m the clock. 
At break of day, when all is well, 
That is when I ring my bell; 
That is when I do my best 
To get the children up.and dressed. 


Tickity tock, tickity tock, 

I’m a busy mantel clock. 

Home the children come at noon; 
Time is short, they go too soon. 

I keep the hours while they’re away, 
I sit and watch them while at play. 


Tickity tock, it’s getting late. 

Oh my goodness! It’s almost eight! 

Up to bed they all must go. 

I’ll keep watch here below. 

Tickity tock, on the shelf, 

I’m a clock, all by myself. 

BETTY McINTOSH (age 8) College Park, Maryland 


A TYPICAL TEEN-AGE AMERICAN GIRL 
Nonfiction Award 


About five feet five inches in height, and—in 
her opinion—slightly overweight because she 
can’t keep her twenty-five-inch waistline down 
to a trim twenty-four. She has short, light- 
brown hair and brown eyes, which highlight 
her sometimes-perfect complexion. Her lips, of 
course, are the conventional bright red. 

A typical teen-age American girl, she prefers 
skirts, sweaters, bobby-socks and saddles to the 
Sunday-best clothes she must wear on special 
occasions. An ardent football, baseball, and 
basketball fan, she would rather play tennis 
and leave the other sports to the boys. She gets 
average—sometimes above-average grades; al- 
though she doesn’t particularly relish the 
thought of studying. Outside of school she reads 
a few books; maybe a classic, some poetry, or a 
mystery, but she usually returns to the standard 
high school or career-book romance. She dates 
frequently, and mostly with the “gang,” after 
which they all end up at “Joe’s” for a hamburg, 
French fries, and cokes. Like most teen-age 
American girls, she thinks Gregory Peck is “sim- 
ply out of this world.” Naturally, her record 
collection includes Eddie Fisher’s latest hit! 

Spare time never finds her idle. She is either 
out with her friends or maybe baby-sitting for 
the neighbors. As for hobbies, collecting per- 
fume and miniatures heads her list. She loves 
dogs and takes full responsibility for the care 
of her family’s cocker spaniel. 

Her ambition? After high school graduation 
—maybe college or a job; that is, until she 
marries and settles down to raise her own typi- 
cal, teen-age American girls. 
JANE SHEAHAN (age 16) 


FATIGUE 
Fiction Award 


Defiance, Ohio 


He was sitting at his desk late at night, doing 
rush work for the boss. He hated to stay away 
from his wife, but here—where he spent his 
working hours, his boss was boss and what he 
said went. All was quiet in the room, until 
suddenly there arose the strangest wail he had 
ever heard—loud and screeching. Suddenly the 
door opened violently, and when he turned 
around, he saw nothing—but felt a hot, oh, so 
very hot wind rush past him and disappear. He 
turned back in his seat as if his eyes were fol- 
lowing the wind and to his surprise the curtains 
on the window were moving gracefully as if 
something had brushed against them. But the 
windows were closed. 

All became very still in the office; so still 
that he could hear himself breathe and his heart 
beat like wild drums in a jungle night. His face 
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was whiter than clean newsprint, and he sat 
stiffly in his chair, his fists clutching the chair 
arms. [t happened so fast, so furiously that he 
hadn’t time to think. 

He began to collect himself, trying to be calm 
and yet to piece things together. He knew he 
could no longer work, so he put on his coat, 
and pulled on his hat. 

He walked home in silence, not answering 
when people recognized him. He walked straight 
up to his bedroom and climbed into bed with- 
out one word to his wife—and without dinner. 

Many months passed before he was assigned 
to do rush work again. And by that time he 
had concluded that the strange incident was 
adream. He hated to stay away from his wife— 
but the boss where he spent his working hours 
was his boss, and his word was the word. He 
was right in the middle of @ contract when the 
same weird screeching sound hit his ears with 
agreat blow, and the door came open with such 
great force that it nearly tore itself away from 
its hinges. The same hot wind blew past his 
face, and when he turned around, the curtains 
were moving gently as if something had moved 
past them into the cold night .. . and the win- 
dows were closed. For a second time he sat 
frozen in his seat and for a second time he saw 
nothing. He went home and spoke not a word. 

Several times during the following months 
he was assigned rush work and every time the 
same thing occurred. His nerves were begin- 
ning to shatter and he became irritable toward 
his wife and friends. He concluded that these 
occurrences were from a distant evil land; great 
forces trying to lure him. He could not stand it 
any longer—but would tell no one. 

One day late in July, the local newspaper an- 
nounced that the body of a local businessman 
was found in the river. It was evident, the paper 
said, that he had committed suicide. And in that 
same paper, a small article was humorously 
written about the old janitor who had the hard- 
est time keeping the furnace door closed in the 
building in which he worked. He said that every 
time he opened the furnace door, a draft from 
the furnace caused all the unlocked doors on 
the basement office rooms to suddenly open and 
the hot wind would rush into the rooms with 
considerable force. 

GAIL WEIDMAN (age 15) San Francisco, California 


THE ARRIVAL 
Nonfiction Award 

I was bouncing up and down on the lowest 
branch of my favorite tree glancing anxiously 
up the quiet road. In the still summer heat 
there lay a distinct air of expectancy and my 
eyes ached for a glimpse of anything that even 
slightly resembled a horse van. You see, today 
IT was coming! 

I hopped off the branch and wandered across 
the road to our driveway, taking as long as I 
possibly could. Our little piece of canine coal 
pattered up to me, and followed me to the house 
where, for the five hundredth time, I examined 
carefully the brand-new, black-and-tan saddle 
and bridle that had sity laid carefully over 
its box. It was then that I heard the screeching 
of brakes and turned to see a large van stop in 
front of the driveway. My heart skipped a beat 
and | was next to the van in a flash. A large, 
burly young man asked me through his window: 

“This the place that gets ’im?” 

I stuttered a “Yes,” and waited breathlessly 
for him to be led down, and finally, led down 
he was. There he stood, the most beautiful piece 
of pony flesh I had ever seen. 

| suppose you would call him a sorrel, but to 
me he was just plain blazing red with tail and 
mane of shining gold, the very image of a moun- 
tain sunset. His head was shining, his legs clean 
cut and adorned with two milk-white socks be- 
hind. Looking this way and that he seemed to 
consider everything; the fields where he would 
graze and, no doubt, gallop; the trees under 
which he would sleep until his stall was built; 
the other horses and people who were now com- 
ing to see him; and the saddle and bridle he 
would wear many times. I saw him give a con- 
tented little sigh, then trot up the driveway 
toward his new home. 

MARLA BUERGER (age 13) Lincoln, Massachusetts 


HONORABLE MENTION 
ART: Barbara Burdon (age 16) Green Bay, Wisconsin 
POETRY: Mila Harker (age 15) Brooklyn, New York; 
Ann Marks (age 15) Lyons, New Jersey 
FICTION: Martha Street (age 14) Grosse Ile, Michi- 
gan; Ellen Tucker (age 13) Milwaukee, Wisconsin 
NONFICTION: Darlene McClellan (age 14) Eureka, 
California 
PHOTOGRAPHY: Lauretta Terhune (age 14) Essex 
Fells, New Jersey; Barbara C. Harer (age 14) Kelso, 
Washington 





Rules for BY 


Hc YOU SENT an entry yet for your own 

Contributors’ Department? 

Readers under eighteen years of age may 
send contributions to this department. They 
may be on any subject that will appeal to 
teen-agers. Only original material, never be- 
fore published, should be submitted. 

‘Origmmal” means that in all contributions 
the idea, and the drawings or words which 
express that idea, must be entirely the sender’s. 
Contributions must not be copied in any way 
from the work of another person. 

Short Stories: Not over 800 words. 

Poems: Two to twenty-five lines. 

Nonfiction: Description, biographical or 
human-interest sketch, episode from real life. 
Not over 400 words. 

Drawings: Black-and-white only, on stiff 
drawing paper or poster board; may be done 
in pencil, black writing ink, India ink, charcoal, 
tempera, or wash. Not smaller than 5” x 7”. 
Warninc: Wrap carefully! 

Photographs: Any subject, Black-and- 
white only. No smaller than 2%” by 2%”. 

tap carefully, as damaged eM will 
not be considered. 

RULES 

1. Entries for the November, 1954, issue must be 
mailed on or before August 1, 1954. Entries 
will be considered only for the one issue of 


THE AMERICAN GIRL 


YOU Entries 


the magazine for which they are submitted. 
2. On the upper half of the first page of all 
manuscripts—or on a sheet attached to draw- 
ings and photographs—there must be written: 

The name, address, and age of sender. 

Her troop number if she is a Girl Scout. 

The number of words in the piece submitted. 

The following endorsement, signed by par- 
ent, teacher, or guardian: 

“I have seen this contribution and am con- 
vinced that it is the original idea and work of 
the sender.” 

3. Manuscripts must be typewritten or neatly 
written in ink, on one side of the paper only. 
4. Ages of the contributors will be considered 
in judging, and the decision of the judges is 
final. A contributor may send only one entry a 
month—not one of each kind, but only one. 

5. All manuscripts, drawings, and photographs 
submitted become the property of THE AMER- 
1cAN Girt Magazine and cannot be acknowl- 
edged or returned. THE AMERICAN GIRL re- 
serves the right to cut and edit manuscripts 
when necessary. 


AWARDS 


First awards, $10; all others, $5. Each month 
a list of Honorable Mention contributions is 
printed. No awards are made for these: 

Send Entries to “By You” Dept. Editor 

THe American Girt Magazine 

155 East 44th St., New York 17, N. Y. 








You Can Get These 
4 ATTRACTIVE 
Summer Jewelry Gifts 


For Only 50¢ ea. 





is lovely 
FRIENDSHIP PIN, spe a 
SOc with this ad. NOTHING 
& 


14-K Gold Plated 
HEART PENDANT 
SOc. 14-K Gold Fin- 


MORE TO PAY. Engraved FRE ish with 18 
with your name ane a. and, ye ar Chain. nd name 
if desired. Sorry Engraved 






FRIENDSHIP ’ 
BRACELET Only 


¢ 2 oe 
SPECIAL yeaa ANKLET. Polished Gold or Nickel 


Plated. Only 
FREE peeks Gift if you buy any 3 articles 


TASH ENGRAVING CO. 
487 BROADWAY, Dept. R-76, NEW YORK 13, nN. Y. 


60 POWER TELESCOPE $3.98 
Variable Eyepiece 20x—40x—60x—Brass Bound 
NEW! Three telescopes in one. 3 different 

magnifications. 20 power for 
with 40 and 
0 power for extra long range. 
Guaranteed to bring distant 
objects, people, spo 
events, ships, moon, 
stars, etc. 60 
times as 
close. 
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power- 
ful for any- 
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wr . lo 

tains 4 ground and 
lenses. Aloo used as a powerful com- 
und microscope. Directions included. 
Mass production enables us to offer this in- 
strument at ng fo of wal ys. Money Back 
Guarantee. We pay posta; Get yo 


Criterion Co., 331 Gnusch © St., saesthere > ll Dept. ALB 8S 


= FREE! 


hoto of Your Favorite 


MOVIE STAR 


Big Borgoin! but LARGER, 
pag Se fonikat Ales ore “ee a — 


race! foie 4 rs get HOME ADORESSES. Es, BIRTHDAYS, 
ond PHOTOS of STARS HOMES. Send only I5¢ for 
hondiing (3 photes fer 25¢). Rush to: 

HOLLYWOOD FILM STAR CENTER 
Box 2309, Dept. G-7 , Hollywood 20. Californie 
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SOMETHING NEW and SENSATIONAL in 
CHRISTMAS CARDS 


Superb Satin Velour & Metallic 
Show Rich New Cards never before 





Embroider STAMPED LINENS 


SERnEREE AGT Maen Gain te 





ART 
DEPT. 477, 22 W. 21 ST..NEW YORK 10,N.¥. 


PRECAUTIONS— 


When polio is around— 
a 
DON’T mix DON’T get DON’T get 


with new  overtired chilled 
groups 


THE NATIONAL FOUNDATION 
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BUT DO 
keep clean 


FOR INFANTILE PARALYSIS 





80 MOVIE & TV STAR 
PICTURES 


WILL YOU RISK 2¢* 
TO MAKE $1503. * x3 


Sample 


Approva/ 


GIVEN! 100 *Stawes.- 


327 DIFFERENT STAMPS 25> 


B2S For ony COP 
UP TO 2S5ef ALSO APPROVALS. WRITE TODAY! 


MYSTIC STAMP CO.. Camden 70, New York 


D 
| 3 | 


R on 


; , 200 Addi tt STAMPS 10: 


VA APPL A 
SPRINGFIELD MASS 





} 0 U QS y These 


stunning 


FOR ONLY a 


CHRISTMAS 
CARDS 


YOU WON'T BE ASKED 
TO RETURN THEM — 
THEY’RE REALLY YOURS 
4 WHEN YOU MAIL 
y y COUPON BELOW 


JUST TO PROVE HOW A FEW SPARE HOURS CAN 


EARN *50°° IN CASH! 


Never before a “get-acquainted”™ offer to match this! We want to 
prove you'll find it easy as pie to take orders for exquisitely- 
designed CHRISTMAS CARDS. And also show how quickly you can 
make $50.00 in cash profit — and even more — just by spending a 
few hours now and then taking orders from your friends, neighbors 
and others. So here's the astonishing offer we’re making. 
Fill out and mail the coupon below! We'll promptly send you this 
beautiful new box of Christmas Greeting Cards as illustrated. Yes, 
JUST ONE SINGLE PENNY is all you pay for 21 beautiful cards and 
envelopes that would usually retail at $2 to $3 if bought separately. 


YOURS TO SHOW FRIENDS AND OTHERS —AND ALL YOU OWE IS JUST Ic 


The reason we’re making this unheard-of lc Offer is to make 
more people familiar with our money-making plan. Once you see 
these cards and behold their true beauty, we’re sure you'll say to 

yourself, “Those cards will sell like wildfire. Every family I know 

will want to buy cards from me. I’m going to use my spare time 
to make lots of extra spending money by showing them and tak- 
ing profitable orders!” Just to prove it, we’re willing to “give” 


you one box for a penny. « é 
/.* = 














ONLY ONE TO A FAMILY! LIMITED OFFER! 


Naturally, this offer is strictly limited. Also —_, 
includes additional Greeting Card Assort- / 
ments ON APPROVAL, together with com- / % 

plete MONEY-MAKING PLAN and FREE 
Personalized Imprint Samples. But you = /: 3 Ry . 


must hurry—offer may not be repeated. 


ae —- 
ARTISTIC CARD co., IN mw by = 
501 Way Street, Elmira, New York ving 
In Canada, write 103 Simcoe St., Toronto 1, Ont. 


PASTE COUPON ON POSTCARD — MAIL TODAY! 





RAISE FUNDS 
FOR ARTISTIC CARD CO., INC. 

YOUR GROUP! 501 Way St., Elmira, N. Y. 

I accept your wonderful offer. Send your sample assortments ON 
Ask for Special APPROVAL, plus ONE BOX OF CHRISTMAS CARDS for which 
Plans that show I owe you the special introductory price of only lc. Also include 
you how to raise / : FREE Personalized Imprint Samples. I'm sincerely interested in 

substantial : making money in spare time. 

amounts of money 
for your church, 
club or society. 





Address. 














City & Zone State. 





Name } 
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( Check here for Special runp-naisinc Plan for church, club or organization. 
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LINDA...1 THOUGHT 
| TOLD YOU TO WASH 
THE DISHES! 


|! AM MOM...BUT 
I’M SMART...REAL 
HEP, THAT IS. I'VE 
GOT A JUNIOR 
AUTOMATIC DISHWASHER 

















JUNIOR'LL Ve 
DO ANYTHING age 
FOR A BABY RUTH nme 


Baby Ruth is America’s No. | 
Candy Bar treat—a taste-thrilling 


combination of luscious opera a 
cream, wonderful milk caramel, 
freshly-roasted peanuts and % 


the smoothest, richest, Supreme 

coating that you ever drooled FINE CANDIES 
over. Get one today at your 

nearest candy counter. 


(el CURTISS CANDY COMPANY Otto Schnering, Founder 


TLL makers of Butterfinger, Coconut Grove. Caramel! Nougat. Dip candy bats, Saf-T-Pops, Fruit Drops aad Mints 





